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PART L 

ip A T E gave the word : the cruel arrow fped 5 

^ And'Pope lies number'd with the mighty Dead ! 

Refign'd he fell 5 Aiperior to the dart, 

That quench'd its rage in Yours and Britain's Heart : 

You mourn : but Britain, lullM in reft profound, 5 

(Unconfcious Britain !) flumbers o'er her wound. 

Exulting Dulnefs ey'd the fetting Light, 

And flapp'd her wing, impatient for the Night : 

Rous'd at the fignal. Guilt collefts her train. 

And counts the Triumphs of her growing reign : 10 

With inextinguiihable rage'they bum t 

And Snake-hung Envy hifles o'er his Urn ; 

Th' envenom'd Monffers fpit their deadly foam, 

To blaft the Laurel that furrounds his Tomb. 

But You, O Warburton ! whofe eye refin'd 15 

Can fee the greatnefs of an honeft mind j 
Can fee each Virtue and each Grace unite. 
And tafte the Raptui:es of a pure Delight j 
You vifit oft his awful Page with Care, 
And view that bright affemblage treafur'd there j 20 
You trace the Chain that links his deep deGgn, 
And pour new luftre on the glowing Line. 
Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Mufe, 
Whofe eye, not wkig, his ardent flight purfues: 
Intent from this great Archetype to draw 25 

Satire's bright Form, and fix her equal Law j 

B % ^\%'i.<^ 
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Pleas'd if from hence th' unleam'd may comprehend. 
And reverence His and Satire's generous End. 

In eveiy breaft there burns an aftive flame, 
The Love of Glory, or the Dread of Shame : y) 

Tlje Paifion One, though various it :y)pcar. 
As brightened into Hope, or dimmed by Fear. 
The lifping Infant, and tlie hoary Sire, 
And Youtli and Manhood feel the heait-born fire : 
The Charms of Praife the Coy, the Modeft woo, 35 
And only fly, that Glory may purfue : 
She, Powex refiftlefs, rules the wife and great j 
Bends ev'n relu6lant Hermits at her feet ; 
Haunts the proud City, and the lowly Shade, 
And fways alike the Sceptre and the Spade. 4a 

Thus Heaven in Pity wakes the friendly Flame, 
To urge Mankind on Deeds that merit Fame : 
But Man, vain Man, in Folly only wife, 
Rejefts the Manna fent him from the Skies : 
With raptures hears corrupted PafTion's call, 45 

Still proudly prone to mingle with the ftall. 
As each deceitful Shadow tempts his view. 
He for the imagM Subftance quits the true ; 
Eager to catch the vifionary Prize, 
In queft of Glory plunges deep in Vice ; 50 

Till madly zealous, impotently vain. 
He forfeits every Praife he pants to gain. 

Thus ftill imperious Nature plies her part 5 
And ftill her Di6lates work in every heart, 
Kich Power that fovereign Nature bids enjoy, 55 

Man may corrupty bat Msui can ne*er deftroy. 
' • Like 
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Like mighty rivers, with refiftlefs force 

The PaiTions rage, obftrufled in their courie ; 

Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore, 

And drown thofe Virtues which they fed before. 66 

And fure, the deadlieft Foe to Virtue*s flame. 
Our worft of Evils, is perverted Shame. 
Beneath this load, what abje6l numbers groan, 
Th' entangled Slaves to folly not their own ! 
Meanly by fafhionable fear opprefs'd, 65 

We feek our Virtues in each other's bread 5 
Blind to ourfelves, adopt each foreign Vice, 
Another's weaknefs, intcreft, or caprice. 
Each Fool to low Ambition, poorly great. 
That pines in fplendid wretchedneis of ftate, 70 

Tir'd in the treacherous Chace, would nobly yield, 
And, but for fharae, like Sylla, quit the field : 
The Daemon Shame paints ftrong the ridicule. 
And whifpers dole, " The World will call you Fool/' 

Behold yon Wretch, by impious fafhion driven, 75 
Believes and trembles, while he feoffs at Heaven. 
By weaknefs ftrong, and bold through fear alone. 
He dreads the fneer by (hallow Coxcombs thrown ; 
Dauntlefs purfues the path Spinoza trod j 
To man a Coward, and a Brave to God. 80 

Faith, Juftice, Heaven itfelf now quit their hold, 
When to falfe Fame the captivM Heart is fold : 
Hence, blind to truth, relentlefs Cato dy'd ; 
Nought could fubdue his Virtue, but his Pride. 
Hence chafte Lucretia's Innocence betray'd 85 

Fell by that Honour which was meant its aid. 

B 3 TVaj.'^- 
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Thus Virtue finks beneath unnumberM woesi 
When PaiHons, born her friends, revolt her foes* 

Hence Satire's power : 'Tis her correftive part. 
To calm the wild difixvLcrs of the heart. 
She points the wliums height yrhert Glory ties. 
And teaches mad Ambition to be wife : 
In the dark bofom wakes the fair defire, 
Draws good from ill> a brighter flame from fire t 
Strips black Oppreilion of her gay di{gmk, 
And bids the Hag in native horror rife ^ 
Strikes towtring Pride and lawlefs Rapine dead. 
And plants the wreath on Virtue's awfiil head. 

Nor boafts the Mufe a vain imagined Power, 
Though oft ihe mourns thofe ills fhe cannot cure. 
.The Worthy court her, and the Worthlefs fear 5 
Who ihun her piercing eye, that eye revere. 
Her awful voice the Vain and Vile obey. 
And every foe to Wifdom feels her fway. 
Smarts, Pedants, as (he fmiles, no more are vain | 
Pefponding Fops refign the clouded cane : 
HufliM at her voice, pert Folly's felf is ftill. 
And Dttlnefs wonders while (he drops her quill. 
Like the arm*d Bee, with art moft fubtly true. 
From poifonous Vice fhe draws a healing dew : 
Weak are the ties that civil arts can find. 
To quell die ferment of the tainted mind s 
Cunning evades, fecurely wrapt in wiles ! 
And Force ftrong-finew'd rends th' unequal toils : 
The ftream of Vice impetuous drives along. 
Too deep for Policy, for Power too ftrong. 
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Ev*n fair Religion^ Native of the ikies, 

Scorn'd bythe Crowd, fceks refuge with the Wifej 

The Crowd with laughter fpums her awful train, 

And Mercy courts, and Juilice frowns in vain, no 

But Satire^'s Shaft can pierce the hardened bread : 

She plays a ruli ng Paflion on the reil : 

Undaunted ftorofis the battery of his pride. 

And awes the Brave that Earth and Heaven defy'd. 

When fell Corruption, by her vafiais crown'd, 125 

Derides fallen Juftice proftrateon the ground \ 

Swift to redrefs an injured People^s grosm. 

Bold Satire (hakes the Tyrant on her throne j 

Powerful as Death, defies the fordid train, 

And Slaves and Sycophants fuiTound in vain. < 30 

But with the friends of Vice, the foes of Satire, 
All truth is Spleen; all jaft reproof. Ill-nature. 

Well may they dread the Mufe''s fatal (kill j 
Well may they trenible when ftie draws her quill s 
Her magic qiiill, that, like Ithuriers fpear, 135 

Reveals die cloven hoof, or lengthened ear : 
Bids Vice and Folly take fheir nitund fliapes. 
Turns Dutcheffes to ftnimpets, Beaux to apes ; 
Drags the vile Whi^erer from his dark abode. 
Till all the Daemon ftarts up from the toad. 14.0 

O fordid maxim, formM to fcreen the vile. 
That true good-nature ftill muft wear a £nile ! 
In frowns aiTay'd her beauties ftronger rife. 
When love of Virtue wakes her fcorn of Vice : 
Where Juftice calls, 'tis Cruelty to fave ; 145 

And *tk the Law's good-nature hangs the Kiiave^ 

B 4. "^"^^ 
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tVTio combats Viitue's foe is Virtue^s friend 5 
Then judge of Satire's merit by her end : 
To Guilt alone her vengeance (lands confin'd. 
The objeft of her love is all Mankind. i 

Scarce more the friend of Man, the wife muft own, 
Ev*n Allen's bounteous hand, than Satire's frown : 
This to chaftife, as That to blefs was giv'n 5 
Alike the faithful Minifters of fteaven. 

Oft in unfeeling hearts the fhaft is fpent : i ^ 

Though ftrong th* e^f ample, weak the puniftiment. 
They leaft are pain'd, who merit Satire moft : 
Folly the Laureates, Vice was Chartres' boaft i 
Then where 's the wrohg, to gibbet high the name 
Of Fools and Knaves already dead to fhame ? i( 

Oft Satire afts the faithful Surgeon's part j 
Generous and kind, though painful, is her art : 
With caution bold, fhe only ftrikes to heal : 
Though folly raves to break the friendly fteel. 
Then fure no fault impartial Satii^ knows, 1 ( 

Kind cv'n in Vengeance, kind to Viitue's foes. 
Whofe is the crime, the fcandal too be theirs ; 
The Knave and Fool are their own Libellers. 



PAR' 



ESSAY ON SATIRE. 



PART II. 

R. E nobly then : But confcious of your tnift, 
s ever warm and bold be ever juft : '170 

It applaufe in thefe degenerate days : 
Iain's cenfure is extorted praife. 
hief, be fteady in a noble end, 
:vv Mankind that Truth has yet a friend, 
an for empty praife of wit to write, 175 

lings grin to fhew their teeth are white : 
id a doubtful folly with a fmile, 
ly blaze unknown defef^s, is vile : 
jbly vile, when, but to prove your art, 
an arrow in a blamelefs heart. / 180 

) honour's voice, O doom'd to fhame, 
iend accurft, thou Murderer of Fame I 
riflier, from innocence to tear 
ime, than liberty, than life more dear ! 
[hall thy bafenefs meet its juft return, 185 

: repay thy guilt, but endlefs fcom ? 
ow, immortal Truth (hall mock thy toil : 
il Truth (hall bid the ftiaft recoil : 
ge retorted, wing the deadly dart j 
pty all its poifon in thy heart, 190 

caution next, the dangerous power apply ; 
e's talon afks an eagle's eye : 
re then her proper objeft know, 
; fhe ftrike^ be fure (he (hike a foe. 
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Nor fondly deem the real fool confeft, 
Becaufe blind Ridicule conceives a }eft : 
Before whofe altar Virtue oft hath bled. 
And oft a deftin'd vifliin (hall be led : 
Lq Shafteibury rears her high on Reafon's throne 
And Ipads .the Slave with honours not her own : 
Big-fwolfl, with folly, as her fmiles provoke, 
Frophanenefs fpawns, peit Dunces nurfe the jol 
Come, let us join a w4ule this tittering crew. 
And «n9ai the Idedt Guide for once is ti-ue 3 
Peride our weak foi*efathers^ mufty rule. 
Who therefore fmird, becaufe they iaw a Fool ; 
Sublimer logic now adorns our iile. 
We therefore fee a Fool, becaufe we fmile« 
Truth in her gloomy cave why fondly feek ? 
Xo, gay fhe fits in Laughter's dimpled cheek : 
Contemns each furly Academic foe. 
And courts the fpruce Freethinker and the Beau 
Daedalian arguments but few can tracer 
But all can read the language of grimaoe. 
Kence mighty Ridicule's all-^conquering hand 
Shall work Herculean wonders through the Lar 
Bound in the magic of her tobweb chain. 
You, mighty Warburton, ihall rage in vain. 
In vain the tracklefs maze of Truth you fcan. 
And lend th' informing Clue to erring Man : 
No more fhall Reafon boaft her power divine. 
Her Bafe eternal ihook by Folly's mine ! 
Truth's facred Fort th' escplodcd Uugh (hall wi 
Aftd Coxcombs vanquifli Berkeley by a grin. 
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But you, more iage, reje&th* inverted ruk> 225 
That Truth is e'er explored by Ridicules 
On truth, on falfehood, let her colours fall. 
She throws a dazzling glare alike on all ; 
As the gay Prifm but mocks the flatter*d eye. 
And gives to every objed every dye. 230 

Beware the mad Adventurer s bold and blind 
She hoifts her fail, and drives with every wind $ 
Deaf as the ftorm to finking Virtue's groan. 
Nor heeds a Friend's defbru&ion, oi- her own. 
Let clear-ey'd Reafon at the helm preilde, 23^ 

Bear to the wind, or ftem the furious tide ; 
Then Mirth may urge, when Reafon can explore, 
This point the way, that waft us glad to fhore. 

Though diftaat Times may rife in Satire's page, 
Yet chief 'tis her's to draw the prefent Age : 240 

With Wifdom's luftre, Folly's ihade contrail. 
And judge the reigning Manners by the paft i 
Bid Britain's Heroes (awful Shades 1) arife. 
And ancient Honour beam on modem Vice : 
Point back to minds ingenuous, actions fair, 245 

Till die Sons bluih at what their Fathers were : 
Ere yet 'twas beggary the great to truft } 
Ere yet ^twas quite a folly to be juft 5 
When low-bora Sharpers only dar'd a lye. 
Or falfify'd the Card, or cogg'd the Dye 5 «5> 

Ere Lewdnefs the ftain'd gaib of Honour wore. 
Or Chaftity was carted for die Whore 5 
Vice flutter'd, in the plumes of Fi-eedom drtfe'd ) 
Or public Spirit was the public jeft* 
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Be ever, in a juft exprefRon, bold, ; 

Yet ne'er degrade fair Satire* to a Scold : 
Let no unworthy mien her form debafe, 
But let her fmile, and let her frown with grace : 
In mirth be temperate, temperate in her fpleen ; 
^or, while fhe preaches modefty, obfcene. : 

Deep let her wound, not rankle to a fore. 
Nor call his Lord/hip , her Grace a — : 

The Mufe's charms refiftlefs then affail. 
When wrapt in Irony's tranfparent veil : 
Her beauties half-concealM the more furprize, 
And keener luftix fparkles in her eyes. 
Then be your line with (hai*p encomiums gric'd : 
Style Clodius honourable, Bufa chafte. 

Dart not on Folly an indignant eye : 
^ho e'er difchaig'd Aitiliery on a Fly ? \ 

Deride not Vice : Abfurd the thought and vain. 
To bind the Tiger in fo weak a chain. 
Nay more : when flagrant crimes your laughter moi 
The Knave exults : to fraile, is to approve. 
The Mufe's labour then fuccefs fhall crown. 
When Folly feels her fmile, and Vice her frows. 

Know next what meafures to each Theme belong 
And fuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong : 
On wing proportion 'd to your quarry rife. 
And ftoop to earth, or foar among the Ikies. 
Thus wjicn a modilh folly you rchearfe. 
Free the expreflion, fimple be the verfc. > 
In artlefs numbers paint th' ambitious Peer, 
That mounts the box, and ihines a Charioteer: 
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[n^ib*alns familiar iing the midnight toil 2S5 

Of Camps and Senates difciplinM by Hoyle $ 
Patriots and Chiefs, whofe deep defign invades, 
And carries off the captive King— of Spades ! 
Let Satire here in milder vigour ihine. 
And gayly gi*aceful fpoit along the line ; 29c 

Bid courtly Faftiion quit her thin pretence, 
And fmile each Affeftation into fenfe. 

Not fo when Virtue by her Guards betray'd, 
Spum'd from her Throne, implores the Mufe's aid ; 
When crimes, which erft in kindred darknefs lay, 295 
Rife frontlefs, and infult the eye of day 5 
Indignant Hymen' veils his hallow'd fires, 
And white-rob'd Chaftity with tears retires 5 
When rank Adultery on the genial bed 
tt<St from Cocytus rears her baleful head : 300 

When private Faith and public Truft arc fold, 
And Traitors barter Liberty for gold i 
When fell Corruption dark and deep, like fate, 
Saps the foundation of a finking State : 
When Giant- Vice and Irreligion rife, 305 

On mountainM falfehoods to invade the Skies : 
Then warmer numbers glow through Satire's page. 
And all her fmiles are darkened into rage : 
Dn eagle- wing- (he gains Parnaflus' height, 
Weft lofty Epic foars a nobler flight : 310 

Then keener indignation fires her eye ; 
Then flalh her lightnings, and her thunders fly ; 
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hc-i'd, 
rill all her wrath involves the guilty World. 
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Yet Satire oft^iFumes a gentler mkn. 
And beams on Virtue's friends a finile ferene ! 
She wounds relu^buit ; pours her balm with joy } 
Glad to commend where wordi attra6^s hsr eye. 
But chief, when Virtue^ Learning, Arts decline, 
Sfat joys to fee; uiucoa^uer'd merit fhine $ 
Where buriUng glorious, with departing ray. 
True Genius gHds the clofe of Britain's Day : 
With joys flie fees the ftream of Roman art 
From Murray's tongue flow piurer to the heart : 
Sees Yorke tOi fame^ ere yet to Manhood known. 
And juft to every virtue, but his own ; 
Hears unftaii^-d Cam with generous pride proclaim 
A Sage's, Critic's, and a Foetus ntnmtf : 
Beholds, where Widcombe's happy hills afcend, 
£ach orphanM Ast and Virtue find a friend : 
To Haglpy's honour'd fhade dire^ls her view j 
And culls each flower to form a Wreath for you. 

But tread with cautious ftep this dangerous groui 
Befet with faithleis precipices round : 
Truth be your guide : difdain Ambition's call; 
And if you fall with Truth, you gieatly fall. 
'Tis Virtue's native luftre that muft fhine ^ 
The Poet can but fet it in his line : 
And who unmov'd with laughter can behold 
A fordid pebble meanly grac'd with gold ? 
Let real Merit then adorn your lays. 
For Shame attends on proftituted praUe ! 
And all your wit, your moft diftinguifli'd art. 
But makes us grieve you want an honeft heart* 
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c the Mufc by Satire's Law confined : 345 
efcription of the noblcft kind, 
the Landfcape may defigiiy 
he purple evening in the line t 
thought effays a higher plan ^ 
slincatea Paflion, piauret Man. 350 

he toil, the hteat Ami to trace, 
e heart, and catch internal grace ; 
} Vice or Virtue ftrikc ©ur eyei, 
i¥oliey or a Cromwell rife j 
I touch more facred and refined, 955 

Chefterfieldt or Lonfdale's mind. 
)r (bong may every Colour flow, 
pencil warm, the canvaft glow t 
i ihade provoke the noble ixife^ 
ach Ariking feature into life. 3^ 
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PART III. 

THROUGH Ages thus has Satire keenly fliin'd 
. The Friend to Truth, to Virtue.,. saAJMankind 
Yet the bright flame from Virtue ne't". . »t a ipningy 
And Man was guilty ere the Poet fung. 
This Mufe in filence joy*d each better Age, %i 

Till glowing crifnes had wak'd her into rage. 
jri*uth faw her honeft fpleen with new delight, 
And bade her wing her ihafts, and urge their flight. 
Firft on the Sons of Greece fhe provM her «rt^ 
And Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart. s; 

To Latium next, avenging Satire flew : 
yhe flaming falchion rough Lucilius drcw^; . .' 
With dauntlefs wannth in Virtue's caufe engag^'d. 
And confcious Villains trembled as he rag'd. 

Then fportive Horace caught the generous fire | 3; 
For Satire's bow refign'd the founding lyre ; 
Each ari'ow polifh'd in his hand was feen, 
And, as it grew more polifli'd, grew more keen. 
His art, concealed in fhidy'd negligence. 
Politely fly, cajol'd the foes of fenfe : 3 

He feem'd to fport and trifle with the dart. 
But, while he fported, drove it to the heart. 

In graver ftrains majeflic Perfius wrote. 
Big with a ripe exuberance of thought : 
Greatly fedate, contemn'd a Tyrant's reign, 3 

And 1^'d Corruption with a calm difdain. 

Mc 
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ardent eloquence, and boundlefs ragCy 

bold Juvenal's exalted page, 

hty numbers aw'd corrupted Rome^ 

ept audacious greatnefs to its doom ; 390 

.dlong torrent, thundering from on high| 

e p-'^ud rock that lately bravM the iky. 

J ' .! fatal Vi6^or of Mankind, 

!<uxury !— pale Ruin ftalks behind ! 

atlefs Infefts from the north-eaft pour, 395 

t the Spring, and ravage every flower! 

arous Millions fpread contagious death : 

kening Laurel witherM at their breathe 

uperftition's night the ikies overhung, 

I whofe baleful dews the Poppy fprung. 400 
ger Genius wooM the Nine to love, 

ilnefs nodded in the Mufe's grove : 

ipirit, Freedom, were the fole offence, 

ght was held fo dangerous as Senfe. 

:ngth, again fair Science ihot her ray, 405 

d in the ikies, and fpoke i-etuming day. 

Satire, triumph o'er thy flying foe, 

>ad thy quiver, ib-ing thy ilacken'd bow I 

me— See great Erafmus breaks the fpell, 

ounds triumphant Folly in her Cell ! 4»* 

in the folemn Cowl furrounds her face, 

II her bigot cant, her four grimace) 

Ihame compel I'd her leaden throne to quit, ^,^ 

wn the force of Reafon urg'd by Wit. 
as then plain Donne in honeil vengeance rofe, 
''it harmonious, though his Rhyme was profe: 
.. II. C ^ftft 
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He ^midft an Age of Puns and Pedants wrote 
With geniune fenfe, and Roman ftrength of thooglit. 

Yet fcarce had Satire well relam'd her flame, 
(With grief the Mnfe records her Country's (hame) 4] 
Ere Britain faw the ibul revolt commence. 
And treacherous Wit began her war with Sen&. 
Then rofe a fliamekis mercenary train. 
Whom lateft Time ihaUvkw with juft difdain : 
A race fantaftic, in wfao(e gaudy line 43 

Untutored thought and tiniel beauty (hine : 
Wif s ihatterM Mirror lies in fragments bright, 
Reflefls npt Nature, but confounds the fight. 
Dry Morals the Court-Poet bluih'd to fing; 
'Twas all his praifis to % << the oddeft thing.'* 43 
Proud for a jeft obCcepej a Patron's nod# 
To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his God. 
Ill-fated Dryden I who unmov*d can fee 
Th* extremes of wit and meannefs joined in Thee ! 
Flames that could mounts and gain their kindred ikiei 
Low creeping in the putrid fink of vice : 
A Mufe whom Wifdom woo'd, but woo'd in vain. 
The Pimp of Power, the Proftitute to Gain : 
Wreaths, that ihould deck &ir Virtue's form alone, 
T^o Strumpets, Traitors, Tyrants, vilely thrown : 44 
Unrival'd Parts, the fcom of honeft fame i 
And Genius rife, a Monument of fluune \ 

More happy France: immortal Boileau there 
Supported Genius with a Sage's care : 
Him with her love propitious Satire bleft, 44 

Ap4 braUh*d hgr air^ divine into hU breaft : 

Fane 
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nd Senfe to form his liBe confpirey 

iltkfs Judgment guides the pureft Fire. 

e, at length, the Britj(h Genius finile, 

wcr her bounties o'er her favoured lile : 450 

or Pope fhe twines the laurel crown, 

ters every Poet's power in one ; 

iraan's force adorns his various page j 

les, coUefted ftrength, and manly rage. 

ig Guilt and Dulnefs loath the fight, 455 

tres vaniih at aj^roaching light : 

lear Mirror with delight we view 

age juftly fine, and boldly tn;e : 

e* dragged forth by Truth's fuprcme decree, 

aj;ul hates her own deformity ; 460 

:lf-feen Virtue in the faithful line 

)d€ft joys furveys her form divine. 

what thoughts, what numbers ihall I find, 

tly to exprefs tiie Poet's mind ! 

ader Stars effulgence can difplay, 46-5 

e dip his pencil in the ray ? 

Int a God, unlefs the God inipire ^ 

tch the lightning, but the fpeed of fire ? 

It)- Pope, to make thy Genius known, 

^r is weak, all numbers— but thy own. 470 

afe for thee with kind contention ftrove, 

the Graces left th' Idaliaa grove j 

.tchful fondn^fs o>r thy cradle hung, 

thy voice, and form'd thy infant tongue. 

her Bard raaj.eftic Wiidom came j 47 5 

I enraptuf d caught theheaveiily flame : 

G z With 
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With tafte fuperior fcorn'd the venal tribe. 

Whom fear can fway, or guilty greatnefs bribe j 

At Fancy's call who rear the wanton fail, 

Sport with the ftream, and trifle in the gale : 48a 

Sublimer views thy daring Spirit bound ; 

Thy mighty Voyage was Creation's round ; 

Intent new Worlds of Wifdom to explore, 

And blefs Mankind with Virtue's facred ftore { 

A nobler joy than Wit can give, impart : 485 

And pour a moral tranfport o'er the heart. 

Fantaftic Wit ihoots momentary fires. 

And, like a meteor, while we gaze, expires : 

Wit kindled by the fulphurous breath of Vice, 

Like the blue lightning, while it fhines, deftroys : 49a 

But Genius, fir*d by Tmth's eternal ray. 

Bums clear and conftant, like the fource of day : 

Like this its beam, prolific and refin'd. 

Feeds, warms, infpirits, and exalts the nndnd j 

Mildly difpels each wintery Paflion's gloom, 49 ^ 

And opens all the Virtues into bloom. 

This praife, immortal Pope, to thee be given. 

Thy Genius was indeed a Gift from Heaven. 

Hail, Bard unequal'd, in whofe deathlefs line 

Iteafon and wit with ftrength coUefted fhine j 500 

Where matchlefs Wit but wins the fecond praife. 

Loft, nobly loft, in Truth's fuperior blaze. 

Bid Friendfhip e'er miflead thy wandering Mufe ? 

That Friendfliip fure may plead the gi-eat excufe r 

That facred Friendfliip which infpir'd thy Song, 505 

Fair in defe^, and amiably wrong. • 

Error 
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Error like this ev'n Truth can fcarce reprove ; 
'Tis almoft Virtue when it flows from Love. 

Ye deathlefs Names, ye Sons of endlefs praife. 
By Virtue crownM with never-fading bays ! 5 1 • 

Say, . fhall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire, 
Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ? 
Or if, O Warburton, infpir'd by You, 
The daring Mufe a nobler path piu'fue. 
By You infpir'd, on trembling pinions foar, 515 

The facred founts of focial blifs explore, 
In her bold numbers chain the Tyrant's rage. 
And bid her Country's glory fire her page : 
If fuch her fate, do thou, fair Truth, defcend. 
And watchful guard her in an honeft end : 520 

Kindly fevere, inftruft her equal line 
To court no Friend, nor own a Foe but thine. 
But if her giddy eye ftiould vainly quit 
Thy facred paths, to run the maze of wit 5 
If her apofbte heart fhould e'er incline 525 

To offer incenfe at Corruption's fhrine j 
Urge, urge thy power, the black attempt confound, 
And dafh the fmoaking Cenfer to the ground. 
Thus aw'd to fear, inflrufted Bards may fee 
That guilt is doom'd to fmk in Infamy, 530 
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THE 

D E S I G N. 

TjAVING propofed to write fome pieces on Hu- 
* •■• man Life and Manners, fuch as (to ufe my lord 
Bacon's expreflion) ** come home to Men's Budnefs and 
Bofoms," I thought it more fatisfaftory to begin with 
confidering Man in the abftraft, his Nature, and his 
State J fince, to prove any moral Duty, to enforce any 
moral precept, or to examine the perfe6lion or imperfec- 
tion of any creatyre whatfoever, it is neceflary firft to 
know what condition and relation it is placed in, and 
what is the proper end and purpofe of its being. 

The fcience of Human Nature is, like all other fci- 
cnces, reduced to a few clear points : There are not many 
certain truths in this world. It is therefore in the Ana- 
tomy of the Mind as in that of the Body 5 more good 
will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, 
and perceptible parts, than by ftudying too much fuch 
finer nerves and veffels, the conformations and ufes of 
which v^rill for ever efcape our obfervation. The dif- 
putes are all upon thefe laft ; and I will venture to fay, 
they have lefs iharpened the wits than the hearts of men 
againft each other, and have diminifhed the pra6lice, 
more than advanced the theory of Morality. If I could 
flatter myfelf that this Effay has any merit, it is in 
teering betwixt the extremes of doftrines feemingly 
oppofite, in paffing over tenns utterly unintelligible, 
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and in foiming a temperate yet not Inconfiftent^ and t 
ihort yet not imperfeft, fyftcra of Ethics. 

This I might have done in profe 5 but I chofe vcrfe, 
and even rhyme^ for two reafons. The one will appear 
obvious j that principles, maxims, or precepts fo writ- 
ten, both fti^ke the reader more ^ongly at firfty tad 
are more eafily retained by him afterwards ; The odm 
may feem odd, but it is true 5 I found I could expfcfi 
them more fliortly this way than in profe itfelf ; ami 
nothing is more certain, than that much of the force n 
well as grace of arguments or inflruftions, depends 01 
their concifenefs. I was unable to treat diis part of m) 
iubje6l more in detail, without becdming dry and te 
dious 5 or more poetically, without facrificing pcripi 
cuity to ornament, without wandering from the pred 
fion, or breaking the chain of reafoning : If any man cs 
tmite all thefe without diminution of any of them, I fktd; 
confefs he will compafs a thing above my capacity. 

What is now publi(hed, is only to be confidered as ; 
general Map of Man, marking out no more than di 
greater parts, their exteht, their limits, and their cob 
ne^tion, but leaving the particular to be more fall 
delineated in the charts which are to follow. Confi 
gently, thefe Epiftles in their progrefs (if I have holt 
and leifure to make any progrefs) will be lefs dry, an 
more fufceptible of poetical ornament. I am here oal 
opening the fountains, and clearing the pall^;e. To di 
duce the rivers, to follow them in their courle, and I 
ebferve their e^efls^ may be a ta(k more agreeable. 
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ESSAY ON MAN, 

I N 

FOUR EPISTLES, 

T O 

H. St. John, Lord Bolingbroke. 

ARGUMENT OF 

EPISTLE I. 

Of the Natuir and State of Man with refpe^l to 
the Univerfe. 

OF Man in the ab(lra6^.— 'I. That we can judge only 
with regard to our own fyftem, being ignorant of the 
relations of fyftems and things, ver. 17. &c. II. That 
Man is not to be deemed imperfe^k, but a Being fuited 
to his place and mnk in the creation, agreeable to the 
general Order of things, and conformable to Ends and 
Relations to him unknown, ver. 35, &c. III. That 
it is paitiy upon his Ignorance of futui'e events, and 
partly upon the hope of a future ftate^ that all his hap- 
pinefs in the prefent depends, ver. 77. &c. IV. The 
pride of aiming at more knowledge, and prettudvcv^x^^i 
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more Perfeflion, the caufe of Man's error and m 
The impiety of putting hirafelf iq the place of God 
judging of the fitnefs or unfitnefs, perfeflion a 
perfe^lion, juftice or injufticc, of his difpenfations 
109, &c. V. The abfurdity of conceiting himfe 
final caufe of the creation, or expefting that perfc 
in the moral world, which is not in the natural^ 
131, &c. VI. The unreafonablenefs of his comp 
againft Providence, while on the one hand he den 
the Perfeftion of the Angels, and on the other th 
dily qualifications of the Brutes j though, to p 
any of the fenfitive faculties in a higher degree, li 
render him miferable, ver. 173, &:c. VII. 
throughout the "w^ole vifible world, an univerf 
der and gradation in the feniual and mental fac 
is obferved, which caufes a fubordi nation of en 
to creatuj^, and of all creatures to Man. Th< 
dations of fenfe, inftin6l, thought, reflection, re 
that Reafon alone countervails all the other faci 
ver. 207. VIII. How much farther this ord« 
fubordination of living creatures may extend, : 
and below us ; were any part of which brokei 
that part only, but the whole conneCled creation 
be deftroyed, ver. 233. DC. The extravag 
madnefs, and pride of (uch a defire, ver. 250. 
The confequence of all the abiblute fubmiffio 
to Providence, both as to our prtfent and future 
ver. a8i> &c. to the end. 
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EPISTLE I. 

' A K £, my St. John ! leave all meaner thing* 

To low ambition, and the pride of Kings, 

(fmce Life can little more fupply 

uft to look about us, and to die) 

ate free o^er all this fcene of Man ; 5 

hty maze I but not without a plan 5 

d, where weeds and flowei-s promifcuous (hoot : 

rden, tempting with forbidden fruit, 

ler let us beat this ample field, 

bat the open, what the covert yield ! 10 

tent trafts, the giddy heights, explore 

who blindly creep, or fightlefs foar j 

iture's walks, fhoot Folly as it flies, 

itch the Manners living as they rife : 

where we muft, be candid where we can j 15 

idicate the ways of God to man. 

ay firft, of God above, or Man below, 

;an we reafon, but from what we know ? 

n, what fee we but his ftation here, 

firhich to reafon, or to which refer ? 20 

o-h worlds unnumbered iho* the God be known« 

irs to trace him only in our own. 

10 through vaft immenfity can pierce, 

rids on worlds compofe one univerfe, 

e how fyftem into fyftem runs, 25 

other planets circle other funs. 
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What vaiy'd Being peoples every ftai*. 

May tell why Heaven has made us as we arc. 

But of this frame the bearings and the ties. 

The ftrong connexions, nice dependencies. 

Gradations juft, has thy pervading foul 

Look'd through ? or can a part contain the whole i 

Is the great chain, that draws all to agree. 
And drawn fupports, upheld by God, or thee ? 

II. Prefumptuous Man ! the reafon wouldft thou 
Why form'd (b weak, fo little, and fo blind ? 
Firft, if thou canft, the harder reafon guefs. 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and np lefs ? 
A(k of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or ftronger than the weeds they (hade ; 
Or a(k of yonder ai'gent fields above. 
Why Jove's Satellites are lefs than Jove ? 

Of Syftems poflible, if 'tis confeft. 
That Wifdom infinite muft form the beft. 
Where all muft full or not coherent be. 
And all that rifes, rife in due degree j 
Then, in the fcale of reafoning life, 'tis plain. 
There muft be, fomewhere, fuch a rank as Man : 
And all the queftion (wrangle e'er fo long) 
Is only this, if God has placed him wrong ? 
Refpe6ling Man, whatever wrong we call 
May, muft be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, though laboured on with pain, 
A thoufand movements fcarce one purpofe gain 5 
lii God's, one fingle can its end produce ^ 
Yet fwves to fecond too fomc other uftr. 
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iBx who here Teems pn«cipal ak>oe» 

>s a£ls fecond to fome fphere unknown, 

les feme wheel, or verges to iome goal ; 

lUt a part we fee, and not a whole. 60 

len the proud fteed ihall knomr why man reftrain* 

sy coitfie* or drives him o*er the plains $ 

. die dull Ox, vfhj now he breaks the ckxl, 

r a victim, and now ^Egypt's Gcod s 

fhall Man*s pride and duhieTs comprehend 65 

lions, pafIions% being*s» ufe and end^ 

doing, fufiering, checked, impelled} and why 

tiour a flave, the next a deity. 

m fay 9ot Man^s imperfeft, Heaven in £mlt; 

ther, Man ^s as perfei^ as he ought : 70 

aowled^ meafur'd to his ftate and place i 

me a nxoment, and a point his fpace. 

»e perfe6l in a certain fphere, 

matter, foon or late, or here, or there ? 

(left to-day is as completely fo, 75 

tio began a thi>ufand years ago. 

. Heaven from all coeatures hides the book of Fate, 

ut th^.pa^e preficrib'd, their pieient ftate : 

From 

VARIATLON-a, 

: former Editions, ver. 64.. 

w wears a gaiiand an> J£g^tian God. 

vep. 6&* the following lines in the firft Sdition* 
to be peif e£l in a ceirtaia fphere, 
hat matter, £bon or late, or here,, or there f 
ke bleft to-day is as completely, fot, 

who began ten thoufand years ago» 
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From brutes what men, from men what fpirits 1 
Or who could fuffer Being here below ; 
The iamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day. 
Had he thy Reafon, would he ikip and play f 
Pleas'd to the laft, he crops the flowery food. 
And licks the hand juft raisM to fhed his blooc 
Oh blindnefs to the future ! kindly given. 
That each may fill the circle mark'd by Heavei 
Who fees with equal eye, as God of all, 
A hen) perifh, or a fpaiTow fall, 
Atoms or fyftems into ruin hurl'd, 
And now a bubble burft, and now a world. 

Hope himibly then ; with trembling pinions 
Wait the great teacher Death; and God adore. 
What future blifs, he gives not thee to know. 
But gives that Hope to be thy blefling now. 
Hope fprings eternal in the human breaft : 
Man never Is, but always To be bleft : 
The foul, uneafy, and confined from home, 
Kefts and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whofe untutorM mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind | 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. S8. in the MS. 

No great, no little ; 'tis as much decreed 
Thax Virgirs Gnat ihould die as Caefar blee 

Ver. 93. in the firft Folio and Quaito, 

What blifs above he gives not thee to know. 
But gives that Hope to be thy blifs below. 
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His foul proud Science never taught to ttny 

Far as the folar walk, or mifky way j 

Yet fimple Nature to his hope has given. 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heaven 5 

Some fafer world in depth of woods embraced, 105 

Some happier ifland in the watery wafte, 

Wliere flaves once more their native land behold. 

No fiends torment, no Chriftians thirft for gold. 

To Be, contents his natural defire. 

He aiks no AngePs wing, no Seraph's fire; no 

But thinks, admitted ta that equal iky. 

His faithful dog (hall bear him company. 

IV. Go, wifer thou ! and in thy fcale of fcnfc, 
Weigh thy Opinion againft Providence ; 
Call imperfeftion what thou fancy'ft fuch, 1 1 5 

8ay, here he gives too little, there too much i 
Deftroy all creatures for thy fport or gull. 
Yet cry. If Man's unhappy, God's unjuft; 
If Man alone ingrofs not Heaven's high care. 
Alone made peifeft here, immortal there : iio 

Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re- judge his juftice, be the God of God. 
In Pride, in reafoning Pride, our error lies 5 
All quit their fphere, and ruih into the fkies. 

PiiMe 
Variations. 
After ver. 108. in the firft Edition ; 
But docs he fay the Maker is not good^ 
Till he 'd exalted to what ftate he wou'd 5 
Himfelf alone high Heaven's peculiar care. 
Alone made happy when he will, and where ? 
Vol. II. D 
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Pride ftill is aiming at the bleft abodes, 1*5 

Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 

Afpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 

Afpiring to be Angels, Men rebel : . 

And who but wifhes to invert the laws 

Of Order, fins againft th' Eternal Caufe. 1 30 

V. Afk for what end the heavenly bodies ihine. 
Earth for whofe ufe ? Pride anfwers, ** 'Tis for mine : 
" For me kind Nature wakes her genial power ; 
" Suckles each herb, and fpreads out every flower 5 
** Annual for me, the grape, the rofc, renew 1 35 

*' The juice neftareous, and the balmy dew 5 
" For me, the mine a thoufand treafures biings ; 
** For me, health guflies from a thoufand fpringsj 
" Seas roll to waft me, funs to light me rife j 
" My foot-ftool earth, my canopy the flcies." 140 

But errs not Nature from this gracious end, 
From burning funs when livid deaths defcend. 
When earthquakes fwallow, or when tempefts iweq> 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 
" No ('tis reply'd) the firft Almighty Caufe 145 

** Afts not by partial, but by general laws j 
" Th' exceptions few ; fome change fmce all began : 
" And what created perfeft ?" — Why then Man ? 
If the great end be human Happinefs, 
Then Nature deviates j and can Man do lefs ? 1 50 

As much that end a conftant courfe requires 
Of (howers and fun-(hine, as of Man's defires } 
As much eternal fprings and cloudkfs flcies. 
As men for ever temperate, calm, and wife. 

] 
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If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven's defign, 

Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 

Who knows, but he whofe hand the lightning forms. 

Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the ftorms j 

Pours fierce Ambition in a Cxfar's mind, 

Or txuncis young Ammon loofe to fcourge mankind ? 160 

From pri'de, from pride, our very reafoning fprings j 

Account for moral as for natui-al things : 

Why chai'ge we Heaven in thofe, in thefe acquit ? 

In both, to reafon right, is to fubmit. 

Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 165 

Were there all harmony, all viitue here j 
That never air or ocean felt the wind. 
That never paflion difcompos'd the mind. 
But all fubfifts by elemental ftrife ; 
And pafTions are the elements of Life. 1 70 

The general Order, fince the whole began. 
Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 

VI. What would this Man ? Now upward will he foar. 
And, little lefs than Angel, would be more 5 
Now looking downwards, juil as grievM appears 175 
To want the ftrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for his ufe all creatures if be call. 
Say what their ufe, had he the powers of all ? 
Nature to thefe, without profufion, kind. 
The proper oi-gans, proper powers aflignM ; iSo 

Each feeming want compenfated of courfe. 
Here with degrees of fwiftnefs, there of force j 
All in exaft propoition to the ftate j 
Nothing to add» and nothing to abate. 



'I he bills ot ivian ^cuuiu muu Limw wavaa.*.^ 
1 not to aft or think beyond mankind ; 
o powers of body or of foul to ffiare, 
ut what his nature and hi»ilate can bear. 
V\\y has not Man a microfcopic eye ? 
or this plain rcafon, Man is not a Fly. 
\y what the ufc, were finer optics given, 
" infpeft a mite, not comprehend the heaven 
T touch, if tremblingly alive all o*er, 
'o fmart and agonize at every pore ? 
r quick effluvia darting through the brain, 
'ie of a rofe in aromatic pain ? 
■ nature thunderM in his opening ears, 
Lnd flunn'd him with the mufic of the fphcitJ 
[ow would he wifh that Heaven had left him 
'he whif'pering Zephyr, and the purling rill I 
Vho finds not Providence all good and wife, 
ilikc in what it gives, and what denies f 
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Of heai'ingy from the life that filU the flood, 115 

To that wliich warbles through the vernal wood ? 
I'lic rpiilcr's touch, how exquifitcly fine ! 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line 1 
In the nice bee, what fenfe fo fubtly true 
From poifonous herbs extra^U the healing dew : no 
How Inftinfl varies tn the groveling fwine, 
Compar*d, half-reafoning elephant, with thine ! 
^Twixt that, and Reafon, what a nice barrier ! 
For ever feparate, yet for ever near ! 
Remembrance and Reflexion how allied ) %t$ 

What thin partitions Senfe from Thought divide t 
And Middle natures, how they long to join. 
Yet never pafs th* infuperable line! 
Without this juft gradation, could they he 
Subje^ed, thefc to thofe, or all to thee? 130 

The powers of all fubdued by thee alone, 
Is not thy Reafon all thcfe powers in one f 
VIII. See, durough this air, this ocean, and this 
earth. 
All matter quick, and burfting into birth. 
Above, how high, progreifive life may go I 135 

Around, how wide ! how deep extend below ! 
Vaft chain of being ! which from God began, 
Natures aethereal, human, angel, man, 
Beaft, bird, filh, ink£^, what no eye can fee, 
No glafs can reach ; from Infinite to thee, 240 



From 



VARIATION. 

Ver. 238. Ed. xft. 
]^tl|^9reai cllcnce, (pint, fubftancei m^n. 
D 3 
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From thcc to Nothing.— On fuperior powers 

Were we to prcfs, inferior might on ours ; 

Or in the full Creation leave a void. 

Where, one ftep broken, the great fcalc 's deflroy'd x 

From Nature's chain whutever link you (bike, 14.5 

Tenth, or ten thouiandth, breaks the chain alike. 

And, if each fyftem in gradation roll 
Alike effential to th' amazing Whole, 
The leaft confufion but in one, not all 
That fyftem only, but the Wliolc muft fall. 150 

Let Earth unbalanced from her orbit fiy. 
Planets and Suns run lawlefs through the (ky j 
Let ruling Angels from tlieir fphercs be hurlM^ 
Being on Being wreck'd, and world on world j 
Heaven''s whole foundations to their centre nod, 255 
And Nature trembles to the throne of God. 
All tliis dread Order break -*for whom ? for thee ? 
Vile worm ! — oh Madnefs ! Pride ! Impiety I 

IX. What if the foot, prdain*d the duft to txtad. 
Or hand, to toil, afpir'd to be the head ? 260 

What if the head, the eye, or ear, repined 
To fcrve mere engines to the ruling Mind ? 
Juft as abfurd for any part to claim 
To be another, in this general frame : 
Juft as abfurd, to mourn the taiks or pains 265 

The great dlre£Ung Mind of all ordains. 

All are but parts of one ftupcndous whole, 
Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ^ 
That, changed through all, and yet in all the fame ; 
Great in the earth, as in th* sethereal frame ; 170 

Warms 
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Warms in the fun, rcfreflics in the breeze, 

Glows in the ftars, and bloflbms in the trees. 

Lives through all life, extends through ali extent; 

Spreads undivided, operates unfpent; 

Breathes in our foul, informs our mortal part, 275 

As full, as perfe^, in a hair as heart $ 

As full, as perfeft, in vile Man that mourns. 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and bums : 

To him no high, no low, no great, no fmall 5 

He fills, he bounds, conne^s, and equals all. ito 

X. Ceaie then, nor Order Imperfe^Uon name : 
Our proper blifs depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point : This kind, this due degree 
Of blindnefs, weakncfs. Heaven beftows on thee. 
Submit. — In this, or any other fphere, iSs 

Secure to be as bleft as thou canft beai- : 
Safe in the hand of one difpofmg Power, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee 5 
All Chance, Direftion, which thoii canft not fee ; 290 
All Difcord, Haimony not underftood : 
All partial Evil, univerfal Good. 
And, fpite of Pride, in emng Reafon^s fpite. 
One truth is clear. Whatever Is, is right. 

VARIATION. 

After ver.'282. in the MS. 

Reafon, to think of God, when (he pretends, 
Begins a Cenfor, an Adoi^er ends. 
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ARGUMENT OF 

EPISTLE II. 

Of, the Nature and State of Man with refped to 
Himfelf, as an Individual. 

I. Th e bufmefs of Man not to pry into God, but to ftudy 
himfelf . His Middle Nature : his Powers and Frail- 
ties, ver. I to 19. The Limits of his Capacity, ver. 
19, &c. II. The two Principles of Man, Self-love 
and Reafon, both neceflary, ver. 53, &c. Self-love 
the ftronger, and why, ver. 67, &c. Their end the 
fame, ver. 81, &c. III. The Paffions, and their 
ufc, ver. 93 to 130. The Predominant Paflion, and 
its force, ver. 132 to 160. Its Neceflity, in dire6Ung 
Men to different purpofcs, ver. 165, Sec. Its provi- 
dential Ufe, in fixing our Principle, and afcertain- 
ing oiu" Virtue, ver. 177. IV. Virtue and Vice 
joined jn our mixed Natme ; the limits near, yet thp 
things feparate and evident : What is the Office of 
Keafon, ver. 202 to 216. V. How odious Vice in it- 
felf, and how we deceive ourfelves into it, ver. 217. 
VI. That, however, the Ends of Providence and 
general Good are anfwered in our PafHons and Im- 
perfeftions, ver. 238, &c. How ufefuUy thefe arc 
difbibuted to all Orders of Men, ver. 241. How 
ufeful they are to Society, ver. 251. And to Indivi- 
duals, ver. 263. In every ftate, and every age of 
life, ver, 273, &c. 

EPISTLE 
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IT' N O W then thyfelf, prefqinc not God to (can, 
■-^ The proper ftudy pf Mankind is Man. 
M on this iilhmus of a middle ftate« 
eing darkly wife, and rudely great i 
h too much knowledge for the Sceptic fide^ 5 

h too much weaknefs for the Stoic's pride» 
langs between $ in doubt to aft, or reftj 
oubt to deem himfelf a God, or Bead; 
oubt his Mind or Body to prefer; 
I but to die, and reafoning but to err; f C| 

e in ignoi-ance, his i-eafon fuch, 
ither he thinks too little, or too much : 
)S of Thought and Pafllon, all confus'd j 
by himfelf abus'd or difabus'd j 
ted half to rife, and half to fall ; 15 

it lord of all things, yet a prey to all ; 
judge of Truth, in endlefs Error hurl'd : 
glory, jeil, and riddle of the world I 
}, wondrous creature ! mount where Science ^des, 
m^afure eardi, weigh air, and flate the tides ; 20 

Inflrua 

VARIATIONS. 
Z. Ed. ift. 

le only fpience of Mankind is Man* 
rver. 18. in the MS. 
r more peifeftion than this ftate can bear 
vain we figh, Heaven made us as we are. 
i wifely fure a modeft Ape might aim 
) be like Man^ whofe faculties and frame 
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Inftruft the planets in what orbs to inin, 
Corre»5l old Time, and regulate the Sun j 
Go, fear with Plato to th' empyreal fphere. 
To the firft good, firft perfe6V, and firft fair ; 
Or tread the mazy round his followers trod. 
And quitting fenfe call imitating God ; 
As Eaftem priefts in giddy circles run, 
And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 
Go, teach Eternal Wifdom how to rule-^i 
Then drop into thyfelf, and be a fool ! 

Superior beings, when of late they faw 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature^s Law, 
AdmirM fuch wifdom in an earthly fhape. 
And ihew'd a Newton as we fhew an Ape. 

VARIATIONS. 

He fees, he feels; as you or I to be 
I An Angel thing we neither knew nor fee. 
Obferve how near he edges on our race ; 
What hiunan tricks ! how rifible of face ! 
It muft be fo — why elfe have I the fenfe 
Of more than monkey charms and excelknce ? 
' Why elfe to walk oyi two fo oft effay'd ? 
And why this ardent longing for a maid i 
So Pug might plead, and call his Gods unkind 
Till fet on end, and married to his mind. 
Go, reafoning Thmg ! affume the Do6lor's chair. 
As Plato deep, as Seneca fevere : 
Fix moral fitnefs, and to God give rule. 
Then drop into thyfelf, &c. 

Ver. 21. Edit. 4th and 5th. 

Shew by what rules the wandering planets ftray, 
Corre^ old Time, and teach the Sun his Way. 



Coi 
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d he, whofe rules the rapid Comet bind, 35 

>e or fix one movement of his Mind ? 
iw its fires here rife, and thei*e defcend, 
1 his own beginning, or his end $ 
what wonder I Man's fuperior part 
:k*d may rife, and climb from art to art i 40 
len his own great work is but begun, 
Reafon weaves, by Paffion is undone. 
:e Science then, with Modefty Ay guide $ 
rip off all her equipage of Pride j 
: what is but Vanity or Drefs, 45 

rning's Luxury, or Idlenefs ; 
ks to (hew the ftretch of human brain, 
uiious pleafure, or ingenious pain j 
ge the whole, or lop th' excrefccnt parts 
our Vices have created Arts ; 50 

"ee how little the remaining fum, 
ferv'd the paft, and muft the times to come I 
Two Principles in human nature reign j 
ve, to urge, and Reafon, to reftrain j 
is a good, nor that a bad we call, 55 

/orks its end, to move or govern all t 
> their proper operation ftill, 
e all Good, to their improper III. 
•love, the fpring of motion, a6ls the foul i 
*s comparing balance rules the whole. 60 

Man, 

VARIATION. 

5. JBd. firft. 

fd he, who taught each Planet where to roll, 
:ribe or fix one movement of the Soul ? 
o markM their points to rife or to dtkend^ 
hin Jus own beginn'wg, or his cnd^ 
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Man, but for that, no a6lion could attend. 

And, but for this, were aftivc to no end : 

FixM like a plant on his peculiar fpot, 

Xo draw nutrition, propagate, and rot : 

Or, meteor-like, flame lawlefs through the void, 

Deftroying others, by himfelf deftroy'd. 

Moft ftrength the moving principle requires ; 
Aftive its taflc, it prompts, impels, infpircs. 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 
Form'd but to check, delibei-ate, and advifc. 
Self-love, ftill ftronger, as its obj§fts nigh j 
Reafon 's at diftance, and in profpeft lie : 
That fees immediate good by prefent fenfc 
Reafon, the future and the confequence. 
Thicker than arguments, temptations throng. 
At beft more watchful this, but that more ftrong. 
The Aftion of the ftronger to fufpcnd 
Reafon ftill ufe, to Reafon ftill attend. 
Attention, habit, and experience gains ; 
Each ftrengthcns Reafon, and Self-love reftrains. 
Let fubtle fchoolmen teach thefe friends to fight. 
More ftudious to divide than to unite ; 
And Grace and Virtue, Senfe and Reafon fplit. 
With all the rafli dexterity of wit. 
Wits, juft like Fools, at war about a name. 
Have full as oft no meaning, or the fame. 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 86, in the MS. 

Of good and evil Gods wKat ftighled FoeU, 
Of ^pod and evil Rcsrfon p^zzkd Schoojjs, 
J?cc€jv'd, cjec«iyi#g» tai^J^— ^^ 
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Self-lore and Reafon to one end afpire. 

Pain their averilon, Pleafure their defire^ 

But greedy That, its objeft would devour. 

This tafte the honey, and not wound the flower : 90 

Pleafure, or wrong or rightly underftood. 

Our greateft evil, or our greateft good. 

III. Modes of Self-love the Paifions we may call : 
Tis i-eal good, or feeming, moves them all : 
But fince not every good we can divide, 95 

And Reafon bids us for our own provide : 
PafHons, though feldih, if their means be fair. 
Lift under Reafon, and deferve her care 5 
Thofe, that imparted, court a nobler aim. 
Exalt their kind, and take fome Virtue's name. 100 

In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaft 
Their Virtue fix'd 5 'tis fix'd as in a froft j 
Con traced all, retiring to the breaft j 
But ftrength of mind is Exercife, not Reft : 
The rifmg tempeft puts in aft the foul, 105 

Parts it may ravage, but prefers''es the whole. 
On life's vaft ocean diverfely we fail, 
Reafon the card, but FafTion is the gale } 
Nor God alone in the ftill calm we find, 
fie mounts the ftorm, and walks upon the wind, no 

FafTion s» 

VARIATION. 

\.fter ver. i©8. in the MS. 

A tedious Voyage ! where how ufelefs lies 
The compafs, i£no powerful gufts ariie! 
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Paffions, like elements, though bom to fight^ 
Yet, mixM arid foftenM, in his work tinite : 
Thefe 'tis enough to temper and employ ; 
But what compofes Man, can Man deftroy ? 
Suffice that Rcafon keep to Nature's road, i 

Subjeft, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleafure's fmiling train j 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain, 
Thefe mixt with art, and to due bounds confined. 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind : i 

The lights and (hades, whofe well -accorded ftrifc 
Gives all the ftrength and colour of our life. 

Pleafures are ever in our hands or eyes ; 
And, when in aft they ceafe, in profpeft rife : 
Prefcnt to grafp, and future ftill to find, i! 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 
All fpread their charms, but charm not all alike ; 
On different fenfes, diflferent objcfts (bike; 
Hence diffei-ent PafTions more or lefs inflame. 
As ftrong or weak, the organs of the frame j i; 

And hence one mafter Paffion in the breait. 
Like Aaron's fei-pent, fwallows up the refl. 

As Man, perhaps, the moment of his breathy 
Receives the lurking principle of death ; 
The young difeafe, that muft fubdue at length, i; 
Grows with his growth, and ilrengthens with his fbtngt 

S 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 1 12. in the MS. 

The foft reward the virtuous, or invite ; 
The fierce, .the vicious puniih or affright. 
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I mingled with his vety frame^ 
s di^eafe, its ruling Paflion came ; 
iumour» which fhould feed the whole> 
to this, in body and in foul : 149 

/arms the heart, or fills the head, 
d opens, and its fun^ions fpread, 
1 plies her dangerous art, 
it all upon the peccant part, 
s mother, Habit is its nurfe ; 245 

, Faculties, but make it worfe 5 
f but gives it edge and power ; 
s bleft beam turns vinegar moi-e four, 
tched fubje^ls though to lawful fway, 
: queen, fome favourite ftill obey ; 1 50 

lend not arms, as well as rules, 
he more than tell us we are fools ? 
i mouiTi our Nature, not to mend j 
ufer, but a helplefs friend ! 
udge turn pleader, to perfuade 155 

we make, or juftify it madej 
I eafy conqueft all along, 
loves weak paflions for the flrong : 
nail humours gather to a gout, 
fancies he has driven them out. 160 

:ure's road mull ever be preferred j 
ere no guide, but ftill a guard 5 
reftify, not overthrow, 
hi» paflion more as friend than foe ; 
Power the ftrong dire^lion fends, 165 

I Men impels to feveral ends :. 
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Like varying Ddnds, by other pafHons toft. 
This drives them conftant to a certain coaft. 
Let power or knowledge, gold or glory, pleafe, 
Or (oft more ftrong than all) the love of eafe ; 
Through life 'tis followed, ev'n at life's expence ; 
The merchant's toil, the fage's indolence. 
The monk's humility, the hero's pride. 
All, all alike, find Reafon on their fide. 

Th* Eternal Art, educing good from ill. 
Grafts on this Paffion our beft principle : 
'Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix'd, 
Strong grows the Virtue with his nature mix'd 5 
The drofs cements what elfe were too refin'd. 
And in one intereft body a6ls with mind* 

As fruits, ungrateful to the planter's care. 
On favage ftocks inferted learn to bearj 
The fureft Virtues thus from Paflions (hoot. 
Wild Nature's vigour working at the root. 
What crops of wit and honefty appear 
From fpleen, from obftinacy, hate, or fear I 
See anger, zeal and fortitude fupply ; 
Ev'n avarice, pi-udence j floth, philofophy § 
Luft, through fome certain ftrainers w^ll refinM, 
Is gentle love, and charms all womankind $ 
Envy, to which th* ignoble mind 's a Have, 
Is emulation in the leam'd or brave 5 
Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name. 
But what will grow on Pride, or grow ob Shame* 

1 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 194. in the MS. 

' Mow oft, with Paffion, Virtue points her Charm 
Then fhines the Hero, then the Patriot warms. 
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Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 195 
The virtue neareft to our vice allyM : 
ReaTon the byas turns to good from ill# 
And Neto i-eigns a Titiis, if he wilL 
The fiery foul abhor'd in Catiiiney 
In Decius charms^ in Curtius is divine : id^ 

The fame ambition can deftroy or fave. 
And makes a patriot as it makes a knave. 

This light and darknefs in our chaos Join'd^ 
What ihall divide ? The God within the mind. 

Extremes in Nature equal ends produce, 205 

In man they join to fome myfterious ufe ; 
Though each by turns the other's bound invade, 
*As, in fome well-wrought pifture, light and ihade. 
And oft fo mix, the difference is too nice 
Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice. 2x0 

Fools! 

VARIATIONS. 

Peleus'* great Son, or Brutus, who had known^ 
, Had Lua*ece been a Whore, or Helen none ? 

But Virtues oppofite to make agree, 

That, Reafon ! is thy tafk, and worthy Thee. 

Hard tafk, cries Bibulus, and Reafon weak. 

—Make it a point, dear Marquefs, or a pique. 

Once, for a whim, perfuade yourfelf to pay 

A debt to reafon, like a debt at play. 

For right or -^ong, have mortals fuffer'd mort ? 

B for his Prince, or • • for his Whore ? 

V^ofe felf^nials nature moft control ? 

His, ^o would iave a Sixpence, or his Soul ? 

Web for his health, a Chartreux for his Sin, 

Contend they not which fooneft ihall grow thin ? 
: What we rcfolve, we can : but here 's the faulty 

Wc ne'er i^folve to do the thing wc ought. 
VoL IL E 
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Foolf 1 w)io ham hence into the notion fall. 
That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 
If white and bUck blend^ ibften, and unite 
A thoufand ways» is there no black or white ? 
Aflc your own heart, and nothing is fo plain ; 
• Tis to miflake them» coils the tijne and pain. 

Vice is a monfter of fo fidgfatful nuen» 
As, to be hatedy needs bnt to be feen ; 
Yet feen too oft, £amiliar with ker face. 
We firft endvre, then pity» then embrace. 
JSiit where tk' Extreme of Vic^, was ne'er agreed 
Aik where 's the North ? at Yoit, 'tis on tjie T« 
In Scodand, at the Orcades ; and diere, 
At Gfeenlandy Zemhla, or ^ Lord knows whei 
No creature owns it in tiie firft degree. 
But thinks his neighbour ftiiiher gone than he t 
£V*B thofe who dwell beneath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rage, or never own ; 
What happier natures (hrkik at with alright. 
The hard inhabitant contends is tjght. 

Vij 

TARIA^riONS. 

After rer. %xo, in die £rft Edition followed diefe 
A Cheat t A Whore ! who iter^ oot ^t the nan 
In all the Inns of Coiart or Dfruj-y-Ifgie ? 

After ver. %t4, ia th^ M6. 
The Colonel fweai^ the A^t is a dog, 
The 6<ciivener vows th* Attorney is a r«gue. 
A^^iLdie Thief th* Attorney loud inveighs. 
For whoit till pounds the County twenty pays. 
The Thief damns Judges, and th^ Knaves of ( 
And dying, mpuims fmali ViUains hang'd by ^ 
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1011$ and vicious erery Man mud he, 

th' esOremey but all ip thp dtgffx $ 
gue and fool by fk» jijs faif and wii^ j 
iT'n the beft, by fts, wfet they defp^ft. 
it by parts we follow good or ill j ^35 

ice or Virtue, Setf-direfts it ilill j 
idividual fedks a fevcral goa} $ 
raven's great view, is One, and tjiat th^ WJi^e. 
ounter works each folly and papricei 
ifappoints th' efFeft of every v/ce 5 ^^ 

happy kilties to aU jtsmq^ apply*d t 
to iJhye virgin, to thp matrpn pri^t. 
* the ftatefman, pfhfi^% tp l^e chief 1 
^ prefumption, and to crgwdjs Mi$ft 
Virtue's ends irom vanity ea^ mCs, 945 

feeks no interefl:, no reward but praiTe $ 
iiild on wants, and on deiie^ pf mxnd» 
y, the peace, the glory of Mankind, 
ren forming each on other to d^ytnd, 
er or a fervaat, or a friend, iyi 

ich on other for ailiftancc call, 
ne Man*s weakneTs grows th^ ^ength of ali. 
, fiatkies, pafilons, cioier ftiU aljy 
flupon intereft,. or endear the tie. 
fe we owe tnje friend(hip, love iincei-e, 3(55 

ome-felt joy that life inherits here } 
im the lame we leajm^ in its decline, ' 
joys, thofe loves, thofe it^terefts, to nefig^ 3 
t half by reafon, half by mere .decay, 
Icome deaths and calmly j^afg away* j..^o 
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Whatever the paffiony kfaowledgc, fame, or pe 
Not one will change his neighbour with himfelf. 
The leam'd is happy nature to explore. 
The fool is happy that he knows no more $ 
The rich is happy in the plenty given. 
The poor contents him wfth the care of Heaven* 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple fing. 
The fot a hero, lunatic a king ; 
The ftarving chemiil in his golden vievrs 
Supremely bleft, the poet in his Mufe. 

See fome ftrange comfort every ftate attend. 
And pride beflow^d on all> a common friend : 
See fome fit pailion every age fupply, 
Hope travels throvigh, nor quits us when we die. 
. Behold the child) by nature's kindly law. 
Pleased wkh a rattle, tickled with a ftraw : 
Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight,. 
A littlf louder, but a» empty quite i 
Scarfs, garterS). gold, amufe hi« riper ftage^ 
And beads and prayer-books ^jrethe toys of age : 
PleasM with this bauble ftiU, as that before f 
Till tir*d he fleeps, and Life's poor play is o'er. 
Meanwhile Opinion gilds with varying rays 
Thofe painted clouds that beautify our days i 
Each want of happinefs by hope fupply'd. 
And each vacuity of fenfe by Pride : 
Thefe build as faft as knowledge can deftxx)y ; 
In folly^s cup ftill laughs the bubble, joy | 
One proipeft loft, another ftill we gain i 
' And not a vsuiity is giv'n in vain i 
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Ev'n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine. 
The fcale to meaAii-e others wants by thine. 
See ! and confefs, one comfort (till muft rife ; ' 
'Tis this. Though Man's a fool, yet God is wise. 
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ARGUMENT OF 

^ EPISTLE III. 

Of the Natufe find State of Man with re/f 
Society. 

I. T H E whole Univerfe one fyftem of Society, 
&c. Nothing made wholly for itfelf, nor yet ^ 
for another, ver. 27. The happinefs of Anima! 
tual, vcr. 49. II. Reafon or Inftinft operate a 
the good of each Individual, vpr. 79. Reafon 
ftinft operate alfo to Society in all animals, vei 
III. How far Society carried by inftinft, vei 
How much farther by Reafon, ver. 128. IV. C 
which is called the State of Nature, ver. 144.. 
fon inftrufled by Inftinft in the Invention of 
yer. 166. and in the Forms of Society, ver. 17 
Origin* of Political Societies, ver. 196. Ori| 
Monarchy, ver. 207, Patriarchal Government 
a 1 2. VI. Origin of true Religion and Goverr 
from the fame principle, of Love, 231, &c. i 
of Superftition and Tyranny, from the fame pri 
of Fear, ver. 237, Sec. The Influence of Sel 
operating to the focial and public Good, ver, 
Reftoration of true Religion and Government 01 
£rft principle, ver. 285. Mixt Govemmentj 
^88. Various Forms of each, and the true ( 
all, vcr. 300, &c« 

flPIS' 
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EPISTLE III. 

IJ ERE then i«ne rcftj « the Unircrfal Caufe 
*"* " Afts to one end, butafls by various laws.'' 
fii aJJ the madnefs of fnpei-fluous health. 
The train of pride, the impudence of ^vealth, 
let this great truth be prefcnt night and day $ 5 

But moft be prefent, if we preach or pray. 
Look round our World ; behold the chain of Lore 

Combining all below, and all above. 

See plaftic Natiuc woridng to this end. 

The (ingle atoms each to other tend, 10 

AttraA, flettra5):ed to, the next in place 

Formed and impelled its neighbour to embrace* 

See matter next, with various life endued, 

Prefs to one centre ftill, the General Good. 

See dying vegetables life fnftain, 25 

See life diflbtving vegetate again : 

All forms thaft periih other forms fupply* 

(By tuiDs/We catch the vital breath, and ^) 

Like bubble on th« k» of Matter borne 

They rife, they hithk, and to that fea rettftn. 20 

Nothing It forei|;fi ; Parts I'elale to whole ) 

6nea:ll-extending, all-preferving Soul 

Connects each being, greateft with the leaft ; 

Made Beaft in aid of Man, and Man of Beift; 

AH 

VA^iATION. 
Ver. 1. In fiiveral Edit., in 416. 
Learn, Duhaefe^ katfi \ « The XJmverfaX Cax&r V»^ 
E4. 
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All fervM, all ferving : nothing ftands alone ; s< 

The chain Rolds on, and where it ends, unknown. 

Has God, thou fool I work'd folely for thy good. 
Thy joy, thy paftime, thy attire, thy food \ 
.Who -for thy. table feeds the wanton fawn. 
For him as kindly fpread the flowery lawn : $< 

Is it for thee the lark afcends and fings ? 
Joy tunes his v6Lce, ; joy elevates his dyings . 
Is it for thee the linnet poms his throat? 
Loyes of his. awn and raptures fwell the note. 
The bounding fteed you pompoufly beftride, j, 

Shares with his lord the pieafure and the pride. 
Is thine alone the feed that fti-ews the plain f 
The birds of heaven ihall vindicate their grain* 
Thine the full harveil of the golden year ? 
Part pays, and jufUy, the deferving fleer ; - 4 

The hog, that plQW9 not, oor obeys thy call, 
Xives on the labours of this lord of all.' 

Know, Nature^s children all divide her case; $, 
The fur that warms a monaixh, warm'd a bear. 
While Man e^cclaims, « See all things for my uieP^ 4.( 
« See man for mine V replies » pamper*d goofe : 
And juft a$ ihort.of reaibn He muft fall. 
Who thinks ^11 made for one, npt ope for all, 

, Qxaoi 

VARIATION, 

After ver. 46. in the former Editions, 

What care to tend, to lodge, to cram, to treat him I 
All this he knew; but not diat -'twas to eat him. 
As far as Goofe could judge, he reifon'd right | 

. . fiut a^ tp ^$an, miftook the mattq- quite. 
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that the powerful ftill the weak controul ; 
the Wit and Tyrant of the whole s 50- 

hat Tyrant checks 5 he only knows, 
38, another creature*s wants and woes. 
i the falcon, ftooping from above, 
h her varying plumage, fpare the dove f 
the jay the infe^l's gilded wings ? 55 

the hawk when Philomela fings f 
es for all : to birds he gives his woods, 
s his paftures, and to fiih his floods $ 
i his intei-eft prompts him to provide, 
i his pleafm-e, yet for more his pride : 60 

on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
nfive bleiling of his luxury, 
y life his learned hunger craves, 
from famine, from the favage faves $ 
dls the animal he dooms his feaft, 65 

[ he ends the being, makes it bleft t 
ees no more the flroke, or feels the pain, 
roufd Man by touch ethereal (lain, 
ttire had his feaft of life before $ 
> muft perifli, when thy feaft is o>r ! 79r 

unthinking being. Heaven a friend, 
t the ufelefs knowledge of its end : \ 

imparts it ; but with fuch a view 
e he dreads it, makes him hope it too c 
r concealed, and fo remote the fear, 75 

11 draws nearer, ?iever feeming near, 
nding miracle ! that Heavex^ afGgnM 
thinking thing this turn of nund. 
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II. Whether with Reafon, or with In^n6^ blei 
Know, all enjoy that power whith fuits them bd 
To blifs alike by that dire^ioft tenfl> 
And find the means pro|>ortion*d to litith end* 
Say, where fuli Inftinfl is th' unerring guid€» 
What Pope or Coancil can they need befide f 
Reafon, howeVer able, ceol at beft, 
Cares hot for ^tvici, or but ferves whh) prefix 
Stays till.^e call, and theft not oftch near 5 
But honefl Inf^nitl cotnes a volunteer. 
Sure never to o'crthodt, but juft to hit j 
While ftitl too wide or ftiort is human Wit | 
Sure by quick Nature happinefs to gain. 
Which heavier Reafon labours at in vain. 
This too ferves always, Reafon never long : 
One muft go right, the other may go wrong. 
See then the ailing and comparing powers 
One in their nature, which are two in ours • 
And Reafon raife o'er Inftin^^ ad you can. 
In this 'tis Gtkidireas, iii i9iat 'tis Man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
T6 fliun their -poifbn, and to chufe their food f 
Prefcient, the tiSks of tempefts to withfHmd, 
Build on the vvave^ or di^h beneath the CmAf 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 84. in the MS. 

While Man. wifli opening views of various ws 
Confoundfe'dyby the aid of knbwicdgfe ftrsys : 
Too weak ta chufe, y«t chufitig Ml in ha#e> 
Otte mbiiint gives uie pleafure and diftatte. 
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e the fpider parallels defign^ 
2 Moivre, without rule or line ? 
he dork, Columbus-like, explore ^05 

lot his own, and worlds tinknown befott) 
tiie ebuncii, ftates the certain day, 
,s the phalanx, and who pohits the way ? 
4, in the nature of each' being, foiindt 
bii£i, and fets its proper bounds : ito 

Framed a Whole, the Whok to blefs, 
1 Waiits, built mutual Haj^inefs s 
e firft, eternal Order ran, 
ire linkM to creature, man tb niah. 
bf life ail-quickening xther keeps:, ti^ 

s through air, or (hoots beneath the dee|^, 
rofufe on earth, one natufe feeds 
iame, and fwells the genial feeds. 
lone, but all that roam the wood, 
e flcy, or roll along the flood, ixi 

itfelf, but not itfelf alone, 
sfires alike, till two aire one. 
he pidafure with the fierce eihbntce { 
thfenifelves, a third time, in t&^t racd. 
: and bird their common charge attend^- if2| 
rs niirfe it, and the fu^s defend j 
; difmifs*d to wander cajth of air, 
s the Inffin6l, and there ends the care ; 
iffolves, each feeks a freih embrace, 
ve fucceeds, another race. ^ i^ 

lit Man*s helplefs kind* demands $ 
T care conti^fts more laffing bai^ : 
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Reflc6lion, Reafon, ftill the ties improve. 
At <^ice extend the intereft, and the love : 
Wkh choice we fix, with fympathy we burn ; 
Each Virtue in each PafCon takes its turn ; 
And ftill new needs, new helps, new habits rif 
That graft benevolence on charities. 
Still as one brood, and as another rofe, 
Thife natural lovtf nlaintainM, habitual thofe : 
The laft,.fcarce ripcn'd intoperfeft Man, 
Saw helplefs him from whom their life began 
Memory and forecaft juft returns engage, 
That pointed back to youth, this on to age $ 
V/%dle pleafure, gratitude, and hope, combiinM; 
Still fpread the intereft, and preferve the kind. 
IV. Nor think, in Nature's State they blii 
The State of Nature was the reign of God : 
Self-love and Social at her birth began. 
Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 
Pride then was not $ nor Aits, that Pride to a 
Man walk'd with bcaft. Joint tenant of the iha 
The fame his table, and the fame his bed $ 
No murder cloa,th'd him, and no murder fed. 
Ifi the fame temple, the refounding wood. 
All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God : 
The ihrine with gore unftain*d, with gold und 
Unbrib;d, unbloody, ftood die blamelefs prieft 
Heaven's Attribute was Univerfal Care, 
And man*s prerogative, to rule, but fpare. 
Ah ! how unlike the man of times to come ! 
Of half that live the butcher and the tomb $ 
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» Nature, hears the general groan, 

sir fpecies, and betrays his own. 

afe to luxury fucceedsy 165 

leath its own avenger breeds $ 

aflions from that blood began, 

on Man, a fiercer farage, Man. 

rom Nature rifing flow to Art ! 

dnGi then was reafon^s part; 170 

Man the voice of Nature fpake-^ 

1 the Creatures thy in(faru£lions take: 

•m the birds what food the thickets yield | 

»m the beafts the phyfic of the field } 

of building from the bee receive ; 175 

the mole to plow, the worm to weave; 

the little Nautihis to fail, 

le thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 

all forms of focial union ilind, 

ce let Reafon, late, inibru£^ Mankind : iSo 

terranean works and cities fee; 

wns aerial on the waving tree. 

ch finall People*s genius, policies, 

f s republic, and the realm of Bees ; 

fe in common all their wealth beftow, i S5 

archy without confufion know ; 

fe for ever, though a Monarch rei^, 

>arate cells and properties matntain. 

lat unvary'd laws preferve each ftate, 

fe as Nature, and as fixM as Fate. 190 

hy Reafon finer webs fhall dx?yr, 

t Juftice in her net of Law, 



6t P (ftp E?S FOE MS. 

*' And right, txfo ngidi harden into wrong ; 
*' Still for the ftiv>ng |:oo weak, the weak too ftro 
*i Yet go ! and thus o'er all the creatures fway, 
** Thus let the wifer make the reft obey t 
*^ And for thofe Arts mere In^nd could afford, 
«* Be crown*d as.Monarchs, or as Gods ador'd." 
V. Great Nature fpoke 5 obfervant Man obey 'd 
Cities were bui^t, Spcieties were madie : 
Here rofe one Ifttle ^te j another near 
Grew by like means, and joined, through loye qr 
Djd here the trees with iiiddier burdens bend. 
And th^ the ftreams \p. purer rills defcend ? 
What Waf could ravifh, Conunerce could beftoyr j 
And f\fi retuiai'd a &iend, who came a foe. 
Converfe and Love mankind might ftrongly drav> 
When X.ore was Liberfy, and Nature Law. 

VARIATIONS* 

Vcr. 197. in the firft Editions, 

Who for thofe Arts they learn'd of brutes heSaxi 
As Kings Aiall crown them, or as Qp^s .ador):. 

Ver, 202. Heije rofe one little ftafte, &c.} fe^ 
thus. 

The neighlip:^rs kagv'd to guard their con>inp9 
And Love was Nature's diftate ; Murder, not. 
For want alone eacfi animal contends 5 
Tigers .with Tigers, that removM are friends. 
Plain Jl)tjl^^tiii;e> >yants the common mother crpiff^ 
She pourM her acorns, herbs, and ftreams aroui)d 
^o Treafure tijen for rapine to invade. 
What need to fight for fun-ftine or for fliade ? 
And half the <;aufe of conteft vras remoy*d^ 
When beauty could be kind to all who lov'd. 



E83AYONMAIf. «5 

atcs were foyiiiM j tflP n»»WP pf King iwknovQ* 
aipon inteixft placM the fw9y w <>m. aio 

/i^TUE ONLY (or in arts or aiTjqis, 
^ blefHngSy or averting harms) 
le which in a fire the Sons obejr'dy 
e the Father of a People mj^^^ 
ill then, by Nature crown'd, each Patriarch hpt, 
•riejly and parent, of hU grawijig ftate t 
» their fecond Providence, they hung, 
iw his eye, their oracle hi^ to9gne. 
I the wondering furrow call'd the fftod, 
to conunand the fire, control the iQvod, %2f 
)rtb the mongers of th' abyfs pnofiound, 
i th* aerial eagle to the ground, 
toping, fickening, dyix^g, they began 
they reyer'd as God to inourn as Mfin t 
ooking up horn fire to fire, explored a%$ 

at Firil Father, and that firft ador'd. 

I tradition that tlus All begun, 

d upbrpken faith from fire to fi>n ; 

rker fropi the work diftinft was known, 

aple Ke?fon never fought but oine : zyt 

t oblique had broke that ileddy light, 

|be his Maker, fiyv that all was right) 

ue, in the paths of Pleafure tro4> 

nx^d a Father when he own^d a Gq4* 

II i^ faith, an4 9II th' allegiance then ; 235 
:vre knew no right divine in Men, 

ould fear in God 3 and >inderftood 
?ign l^ejng, but ;i ftyeieign good. 
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True faith, true pblicyy united ran^ 
That was but loVfe of God, and this of Man. 
Who fii-ft taught fouls enilavM, and realc 
done. 
Th" enormotw faith of many made for one j 
That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 
T' invert the world, and counter-work its Oauf 
Force firft made Conqueft, and that conqueft^ La 
Till Superftition taught the tyrant awe. 
Then fhar'd the Tyranny, then lent it aid, 
And Gods of Conquerors, Slaves of Subjefts ma 
"She 'midft the lightning's blaze, and thunder's Co 
When rock'd the mountains, and when groai 

ground. 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray. 
To Power unfeen, and mightier far than they : 
She, from the rending earth, and burfting Ikies, 
Saw Gods defcend, and fiends infernal rife : 
Here fixM the dreadful, there the bleft abodes ; 
Feai* made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods 
Gods partial, changeful, pafHonate, unjuft, 
Whofe attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Lufl| 
Such as the fouls of cowards might conceive. 
And, fonh-d like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 
S^eal then, not charity, became the guide i 
And hell was built on fpite, and heaven on pride 
Then facred feemM th' ethereal vault no more 5 
Altars grew Marble then, «and reek'd with goret 
Then firft the Flamen tafted living food 5 
Next his grim idol fmear*d with human blood; 
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With heaven*8 own thunders fliook the world below. 
And play'd the God an engine on his foe. 

So drives felf-love, through juft, and through unjuO-y 
To one noan's power, -ambition, lucre, luft : ^70 

The fame Self-love, in all, becomes the caufe 
Of what reftrains him, Government and Laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as virell. 
What ferves one will, when many wills rebel > 
How (hall he keep, what, fleeping or awake, 175 

A weaker may furprize, a ftronger take ? 
His fafety muft his liberty i-eftrain : 
All join to guard what each deiires to gain. 
Forced into virtue thus, by Self-defence, 
£v*n Kings learned juflice and benevolence : 2 So 

Self-love forfook the path it firft purfued. 
And found the private in the public good. 

'Twas then the fhidious head or generous mind. 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind. 
Poet or Patriot, rofe but to reftore 285 

The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before 5 
Relum'd her ancient light, not kindled new j 
If not God's Image, yet his fliadow drew : 
Taught Power's due ufe to People and to Kings, 
Taught nor to (lack, nor ftrain its tender ftrings, 290 
The lefs, or greater, fet fo juftly true. 
That touching one muft ftrike the other too 5 
Till jarring interefts of themfelves create 
Th' according mufic of a well-mix*d State. 
Such is the world's great harmony, that fprings 295 
From Order, Union, full Confent of things : 
Vol. II. F N^V^x^ 
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Where filnall and great, where weak and mighty, i 
To ferve, notfufFer, ftrengthen, not invade j 
Moi-e powerful each as needful to the reft. 
And, in proportion as it blefles, bleft ; 
Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beaft, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 

For Forms of Government let fools conteft j 
Whatever is beft adminifterM is beft : 
For Modes of Faith, let gcacelefs zealots fight; 
His can't be wrong whofe life is in the right j 
In Faith and Hope the world will difagrec. 
But all Mankind's concern is Charity : 
All muft be falfe that thwarts this One great End : 
And all of God, that blefs Mankind, or mend. 
Man, like the generous vine, fujiported lives : 
The ftrength he gains is from th' embrace he gives. 
On their own Axis as the Planets run. 
Yet make at once their circle round the Sun ; 
So two confiftent motions a6^ the Soul ; 
And one regards Itfelf, and one the Whole. 

Thus God and Nature link*d the general frame. 
And bade Self-love and Social be the fame. 
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ARGUMENT'OP 

EPISTLE IV. 

O^ t&e Nature and State of Man with itfpea to 
Ha]ppine(s. 

I. I^ALSE Nodotfs of %ppinef{r> Philofophical and 
Poptilary anfwercd from vei*. 19 to 77. II. It is the 
ind of ^ Men> and attainable by dXi, vet. 30. God 
intends iCappinjefs to 1^ equal $ and to be fo> it muft 
be focialy fince all particular Happinefs depends on 
general, and fince he governs by general, not parti- 
cular Laws, ver. 37. As it is neceflary for Order, 
and the peace and welfare of Society, that external 
goods fhould be unequal, Happinefs is not made to 
confift in thefe, ver. 51. But, notwithftanding that 
inequality, the balance of Happinefs among mankind 
is kept even by Providence, by the two Paffions of 
Hope and Fear, ver. 70. III. What the Happinefs 
of Individuals is, as far as is confiftent with the con- 
ftitution of this world ; and that the Good Man has 
here the advantage, ver. 77. The error of imputing 
to Virtue what are only the calamities of Nature, or 
of Fortune,, ver. 94. IV. The folly of expelling 
that God fhould alter his general Laws in favour of 
particulars, ver. iii. V. That we are not judges 
who are good 5 but that, whoever they are, they muft 
be happieft, ver. 133, &c. VI. That external goods 
are not the proper rewards, but often inconfiftent 
F a h(v^» 
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with, or deftruftive of Virtue, ver. 167. Tha 
thefe can make no Man happy without Virtue 
ftanced in Riches, ver. 185. Honours, ver. 
Nobility, ver. 205. Greatnefs, ver. 217. Fann 
as7. Superior Talents, ver. 257, &c. With pi 
of human infelicity in Men, poiTefTed of them al 
269, &c. VII. That Virtue only conftitutes a 
pinefs, whofe objeft is univerfal, and whofe pr 
ctfernal, ver, 307. That the perfeftion of Virti 
Happinefs condfts in a conformity to the Or d 
Providence here, and a Refignation to it hei 
hereafter, ver. 326, &c. 
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jr\ H Happiness ! our being^s end and aim ! 
*^ Good, Pleafurc, Eafe, Content ! whatever thy name : 
That fomething ftill which prompts th' eternal figh. 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die. 
Which ftill fo near us, yet beyond us lies, 5 

O'erlook'd, feen double, by the fool and wife. 
Plant of celeftial feed ! if dropt below. 
Say, in what mortal foul thou deign'ft to grow ? 
Fair opening to fome Court's propitious fhine. 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine ? i o 

Twin'd with the wreatlis Painaffian laurels yield, 
Or reap'd in iron harvefts of the field ? 
Where grows ? where grows it not? If vain our toil. 
We ought to blame the culture, not the foil : 
Fix'd to no fpot is happinefs fincere, 15 

'Tis no where to be found, or every where : 
'Tis never to be bought, but always free. 
And fled from monarchs, St. John ! dwells with thee. 
Afk of the Leam'd the way? The Learned are blind : 
This bids to ferve, and that to ihun mankind 5 20 

Some 

VARIATION. 

Ver. I. Oh Happinefs! &c.] in the MS. thus. 
Oh Happinefs, to which we all afpire, 
AVing'd with ftrong hope, and borne by full defirej 
That eafe, for which in want, in wealth we figh 5 
"That eafe, for which we labour, and we die. 
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Some place the blifs in aftion, fome in eafe, 
Thofe call it Pleafu/e, and Contentment thefcj 
Some, funk to Beafts, find Pleafure end in Pain j 
Some, fwellM to Gods, confefs ev'n Virtue vain j 
Or, indolent, to each extreme they fall. 
To tiiift in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, fay they more or lefs 
Than this, that Happinefs is Happinefs ? 

Take Nature's path, and mad Opinion's leave 5 
All ftates can reach it, and all heads conceive j 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but thinking ri^ht, and meaning well { 
And, mourn our various portions as we pleafe. 
Equal is Common Senfe, and Common Eafe. 

Remember, Man, " the Univerfal Caufe 
" A6ls notbypajrtijtl, but by gen'cal lawsf* 
And makes what Happinefs we ji^ftly cs^ll 
Subfift not in the good of one, but all. 
There 's not a bleffing Individuals find. 
But fome- way leaps and .hearkens to the kind : ^ 

J»Jo Bandit fierce, up Tyi^mt mad with pride. 
No cavem'd JHermit, ij^s felf-fatisfy'd ; 
Who moft to fliun or hate Mankind pretend. 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend : 
Abftraft what others feel, what others think, ^ 

All pleafures ficken, and all ^ories fink : 
Each has his fhare ; and wiho woidd more obtain. 
Shall find, the pleafure pays not half the pain. 

Order is Heavejji's fivft Law; and this confe^l, 
Some arcj and mv& k^p gitater than the reft, < 

M« 
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More rich, more wife j but who infers from hence 
«That fuch ai« happier, ihocks all conomion fenfe. 
Heaven to Manidnd impartial we confef8> 
If all are equal in their Happinefs : 
But mutual wants this Happinefs increafe j 55 

All Nature^s difference keeps all Nature's peace* 
Condition, circumftance, is not the things 
Blifs is the iame in Aibje^t or in king. 
In who obtain defence, or who defend. 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend t 60 

Heaven breathes thxpugh every member of the whole 
One common blelEng, as one conunon ibuL, 
But Fortune's gifts if each alike pofleft. 
And each were equal, muft not all conteft? 
If then to all Men Happinefs was meant, 65 

God in Externals cou^ not place Content, 
Foitune her gifts may varioufly difpofe. 
And ihefe be happy calPd, unhappy thofe^ 

But 

VARIATIONS, 

After ver. 52. in the MS. 

Say not, " Heaven's here profufe, there poorly faves, 
«* And for one Monarch makes athotlfand flaves.'* 
You'll find, when Caufes and their Ends are known, 
''Twas for the thgufand heaven has made that one. 

After ver. 66. in the MS. 

'Tis peace of mijad ;done is at a ftay : 

The reft mad Fortune gives or takes away. 

All other blifs by accident 's debar'd ; 

But Virtue's, in the inftant,.a reward 5 i 

In hardeft trials operates the beft. 

And more is relj^'d as the mor« <]j&K&. 

F4 
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But Heaven's juft balance equal will appear. 

While thofe are plac'd in Hope, and thefe in Fear : 7# 

Not prefent good or ill, the joy or curfe. 

But future views of better, or of worfe. 

Oh, funs of earth ! attempt ye ftill to rife. 
By mountains piPd on mountains, to the flcies ? 
Heaven ftill with laughter the vain toil furveys, 75 

And buries madoien in the heaps they raife. 

Know, all the good that individuals find. 
Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankind, \ 
Rcafon's whole pleafure, all the joys of Senfe, 
Lie in three words. Health, Peace, and Competence.. So 
But Health confifts with Temperance alone j 
And Peace, oh Virtue ! Peace is all thy own. 
The good or l>ad the gifts of Fortune gain ; 
But thefe ItC^ tafte them, as they worfe obtain. 
Say, in purfujt of profit or delight, 85 

"Who rifk the moftj that take wr9ng means, or right? 
Of Vice or Virtue, whether bleft or curft, 
Which meets contempt, or which compaflion firft ? 
Count all th* advantage profp^rous Vice attains, 
'Tis but what Virtue flies from and difdains : 90 

And grant the bad what happinefs they would. 
One they muft want, which is, to pafs for good. 
Oh blind to truth, and God's whole fcheme below. 
Who fancy Blifs to Vice, to Virtue Woe ! 
Who fees and follows that great fcheme the beft, 95 
Beft knows the blefllng, and will moft be bleft. 



But 



VARIATION. 

After ver. 92. in the MS. 
Let fober Moi-alifts corrc€^ their fpecch. 
No bad jnan*« h-ppy s Yie\^ gvti;\x, ot tvc\i. 
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But fools, the Good alone, unhappy call, 

For ills or accidents that chance to all. 

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juft '. 

See godlike Turenne proftrate on the diift ! io» 

See Sidney bleeds amid the martial ftrife ! 

Was this their \1rtue, or contempt of Life ? 

Say, was it Virtue, more though Heaven ne*er gave, 

Lamented Digby ! funk thee to the grave ? 

Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 105 

Why, full of days and honour, lives the Sire ? 

Why drew Marfcilles' good bifhop purer breath. 

When Nature ficken*d, and each gale was death ? 

Or why fo long (in life if long can be) 

Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me ? i !• 

What makes all phyfical or moral ill ? 
There deviates Natui-e, and here wanders will. 
God fends not ill j if rightly undcrftood, 
Or partial HI is univerfal Good, 

Or Change admits, or Nature lets it fall, 115 

Short, and but rare, till Man improvM it all. 
We juft as wifely might of Heaven complain 
That righteous Abel was deftroy'd by Cain, 
As that the virtuous fon is ill at eafe 
When his lewd father gave the dire difeafe. i2« 

Think we, like fome weak Prince, th' Eternal Caufe 
Prone for his favourites to reverie his laws ? 

Shall 

VARIATION, 

After ver. 116. in the MS. 

Of every evil, fince the world began. 
The real fouixe is not in God^ but maTv% 
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Shall bumiDg .^tna, if a iage requires. 
Forget to thunder, ajod recall her jfi^es ? 
On air or £ea new motions be iniprefty 
p\ blamelefs Bethel ! to relieve thy breaft ? 
When the loofe mountain trembles from on high|. 
Shall gravitation ceaie, if you go by f 
Or ibme old temple, podding to its fs^l. 
For Chartres* head leferve the hanging wa}l ? * 

Put ftill this world (fo fitted for the knave) 
Contents iis not. A better ih^l we hc^e i 
A kingdom of the juft then let it be: 
But firft consider J^w tliofe Ji^ft agi-ee. 
The good muft merit God^s peculiar care ! 
But who, but Cod, can tell us who they are ? 
One thinks on Calvin Heaven's own Spirit fell j 
Another deems him ii^rument of heli $ 
If Calvin feel ff^ven's blefilpg, or its rod. 
Tips cries there is, and that, tfiere is oo God* 
What fliocks one part wiU edify the reft. 
Nor with one fyftcfl? caja they all be Weft. 
The very beft wiH varioufly incline,^ 
And what rew^xis your Virtue, punifh mine* 
Whatever is, is bugH't — This worlds *ti8 to 
Was made for Cse/ar^but for Titus too i 



VARIATION. 

Afiter ver. 142. in fome Editions, 
Give each a Syftem, all muft be at ftrife 5 
What different Syftems for 9 m^ and wife ? 

The joke, thoujg^ lively, wa$ ill placpd« and Aq 
Aruck out;pf ;he t^.t» 
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^nd which more hltlt ? who dbainM his country^ Cay, 
Dr he wjiofe Virtue figh'd to lofe a day ? 

" But fometixnes Virtue Jftarves, while Vice is fed." 
WHiat then ? Is the reward of Virtue bread ? 150 

That, Vice may merit, 'tis ijie price of toil j 
rhe knave defeives it, when he tills the foil, 
Fhe knave deferves it, when he tempts the main. 
Where folly fights for kings, or dives for ^ain. 
The good n\an may be weak, be indolent ; 15.5 

^or is his claim to plenty, but conte;nt. 
)ut grant him riches, your demand is o^er ? 
< No— fhall the good want Health, the good vfunt 

« Power?'' 
\dd Health ^^ld Power, and every earthly thing, 
* AVhy bounded Power ? why private ? why no king ?" 
!<Iay, why external for internal given ? 
iVhy is not Man a .God, and Earth a Heaven ? 
iVho afk and reaibn thus, will fcarce conceive 
ood gives enough, while he has more to give ; 
[mmenfe the power, immenfe were the demand j 165 
Say, at what pa^ of nature will they ftand ? 

What notjbipg e^uljbjy gives, or can deftroy, 
Thft fold's calm fun-ihine, and the heart-felt joy, 
[s Virtue's priae : A better would you fix f 
rhen give Humility a coach and fix, ^70 

fuftice a Conqueror's fword, or Truth a gown. 

Or Public Spirit its great cure, a Crown. 

^ Weak, 

VARIATION. 

After rer. 172. in the MS. 
Say, what rewards this idle world imparts, 
.Or .fit for fearching heads or honeft nearly. 



76 P O P E • S P O E M S. 

Weak, foolifti man ! will Heaven reward us there 

Wiith the fame trafh mad mortals wifh for here ? 

The Boy and Man an individual makes, : 

Yet figh'ft thou now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the Indian, in another life 

Expeft thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; 

As well as dream fuch trifles are aflign'd, 

As toys and empires, for a godlike mind. 

Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 

No joy, or be deftruftive of the thing ; 

How oft by thefe at fixty are undone 

The virtues of a faint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can Riches give Repute, or Truflr, 

Content, or Pleafure, but the Good and Juft ? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold. 

Efteem and Love were never to be fold. 

Oh fool ! to think God hates the worthy mindj 

The lover and the love of human-kind. 

Whofe life is healthful, and whofe confcience clear, 

Becaufe he wants a thoufand pounds a-year. 

Honour and fhame from no Condition rife i 
Aft well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in Men has fome fmall difference made, 
One flaunts in rags,, one flutters in brocade ; 
'The cobler apron'd, and the parfon gown*d. 
The frier hooded, and the monarch crowned. 
" What differ more (you cry) than crown and cow 
I ^11 tell you, friend ! a wife man and a fool. 
You '11 find, if once the monarch afts the monk> 
Or, cobler-like, the parfon will be drunk. 
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lakes the man, and want of it the fellow : 
is all but leather or prunella, 
o^er with titles and hung round with ftrings> 
u may'ft be by kings, or whores of kings. 
: pure blood of an illuftrious race, 
flow from Lucrece to Lucrece : 
our fathers' worth if your's you rate, 
e thofe only who were good and great, ai# 
'OUT ancient, but ignoble blood 
t through fcoundrels ever iince the flood, 
I pretend your family is yx>ung i 
your fathers have been fools fo long, 
n ennoble fots, or flaves, or cowards ? fti5 

3t all the blood of all the Howards, 
lext OQ Greatnefs ; fay where Greatnefs lies ; 
;, but among the Heroes and the Wife ?" 
re much the fame, the point 's agreed, 
acedonia's madman to the Swede $ 2i« 

lie ftrange purpofe of their lives, to find 
, an enemy of all mankind ! 
looks backward, onward ftill he goes, 
r looks forward further than his nofe. 
like the Politic and Wife : 115 

low things, with circumfpe6live eyes : 

Men 

VARIATION. 

. Boaft the pure blood, &c.] In the MS. thus, 
icheft blood, right-honourably old, 
from Lucretia to Lucretia rollM, 
well thy heart and gallop in thy breaft, 
rat one da(h of ufher or of pried : 
)ride as much defpife all other pride, 
irift- Church once all colleges befide. 
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Men in their loofe unguarded hours they trfcc. 

Not that themfelves are wife, but others weak. 

But grant that thofe can conquer, thefe can chett; 

*Tis phrafe abfurd to call a Villain Great : % 

Who wickedly is wife, or madly brave. 

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble means obtains. 

Or failing, fmiles in exile or in chains, 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed s; 

Like Socrates, that Man is great indieed. 

What's Fame ? a feflcyM fife in others* breafdr, 
A thing bejrond us, ev*n befotr our death. 
Jutt what you hear, you have, and what's unknown 
The fame (my Lord) if Tully*s, or 3naur own. % 
Alt that we feel of it begins attd enldtf 
In the fmall circle of our foes or friends j 
To all befide as much an empty (hade 
An Eugene living, as a Ca^ar dead ; 
Alike or when, or where they fhone, or fhitiej i^ 
Or on the Rubicoii, or on the Rhme. 
A Wit Va feithirf, and a Chief a rod; 
An honeft Man 's the nobleft work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can fave. 
As Juftice tears his body from the grave ; %$ 

When what t' oblivion better were refign'd. 
Is hung on hi^, to poifon half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true defcrt j 
Plays round the head, but comes not to the fctftrt: 
One felf-approving hour whole years out-weij^ %S 
Of fhipid ft^ers, and of loud huzzas ^ 

Ai» 
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And more true joy Marcellas exird feels. 
Than Caeiar with a fenate at his heels. 

In Parts fuperior what advantage lies t 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wife ? t6o 

Tis bat to know how little can be known; 
To fee all others faults, and feel our own : 
CondenmM in bufinefs or in arts to drudge. 
Without a fccondy or without a judge : 
Truths would you teach, or fave a finking land ? 265 
All fear, none aid you, and few underftand* 
Painful preheminence ! yourfelf to view 
Above life*s weaknefs, and its comforts too. 

Bring then diefe bleilings to a i!tn6t account; 
Make fair dedu6Uons ; fee to what they mounts 176 
How much of odier each is fure to coft | 
H<iw each for other of is wholly loft ; 
How inconfiftent greater gopds with thefe ; 
How fometimes life is rifquM, and always eafe t 
Think, and if ftill the things thy envy call, 175 

Say, woald*ft thou be the Man to whom they fall' ? 
To figh for ribbands if thou sut fo filly, 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
Is yellow dirt the paiiion of thy life ; 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. zSo^ 

If Parts allure thee, diink how Bacon fhirCd, 
The wifeft, brighteft, meaneft of mankind i 
Or ravifli'd with the whiftling of a Name, 
See Cromwelly daituiM to everlaiUng fame ! 

If 
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If ally united, thy ambition call, i 

From ancient ftory, learn to fcorn them all. 

There, in the rich, the honourM, fam'd, and great. 

See the falfe fcale of Happinefs complete ! 

In hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay. 

How happy ! thofe to ruin, thefe betray. i 

Maik by what wretched fteps their glory grows, 

F^rom dirt and fea-weed as proud Venice rofe j 

In each how guilt and greatnefs equal ran. 

And all that rais'd the Hero, funk the Man t 

Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, a 

But ilainM with blood, or ill exchanged for gold : 

Then fee.them broke with toils, or funk in eafe. 

Or infamous for plundered provinces, 

O ! wealth ill-fated ! which no a^ of fame 

E'er taught to fhine, or fanflify'd from fliame ! 3 

What greate][ blifs attends their clofe of life ? 

Some groedy minion, or imperious wife. 

The trophyM arches, ftory'd halls invade. 

And haunt their (lumbers in the pompous ihade* 

Alas ! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 3 

Compute the morn and evening to tlie day ; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A Tale, that blends their glory with their fliamc ! 

Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
" Virtue alone is happinefs below.*' 3 

The only point wheie human bill's ftands ftill, 
And tafles the good without the fall to ill i 

Wh. 
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Where only Meiit conftant pay receives, 

Is bleft in what it takes, and what it gives i 

The joy unequal'd, if its end it gain, 315 

And if it lofe, attended with no pain : 

Without fetiety, though e'er fo blefs'd, 

And but more relifh'd as the more diilrefsM : 

The broadeft mirth unfeeling Folly weai*s, 

Lefs pleaiing far than Virtue's very tears : 320 

Good, from tach object, from each place acquired. 

For ever cxercisM, yet never tir*d j 

Never elated, while one man "s opprefs'd j 

Never deje£led, while another's bleft ; 

And where no wants, no wifhes can remain, 325 

Since but to wifli more Virtue, is to gain. 

See the fole blifs Heaven could on all bedow ! 
Which who but feels can tafte, but thinks can know : 
Yet poor with, fortune, and with learning blind. 
The bad muft mifs, the good, untaught, will find : 330 
Slave to no feA, who takes no pnvate road. 
But looks through Nature, up to Nature's God : 
Purfues that Chain which links th' immenfe defign. 
Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine j 

Sees, 
VARIATION. 

After ver. 316. in the MS. 

EV'n while it feems unequal fo difpofe, 

And chequers all the good Man's joys with woes, 

'Tis but to teach him to fupport each ftate. 

With patience this, with moderation that ; 

And raife his bafe on that one folid joy. 

Which conibiencc gives, and nothing can dcftroy; 

Vol. II, ' Q 
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Sees, that no Being any blifs can know, 335 

But touches fome above, and feme below 5 

Learns, from this union of the rifing Whole, 

The firft, laft purpofe of the human foul ; 

And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began. 

All end, in Love of God, and Lovb of Man. 340 

For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal. 

And opens ftill, and opens on his foul ; 

Till lengthened on to Faith, and unconfin*d. 

It pours the blifs that fills up all the mind. 

He fees, why Nature plants in Man alone 345 

Hope of known blifs, and Failii in blifs imknown : 

(Nature, whofe diflates to no other kind 

Are given in vain, but what they feck they find) 

Wife is her prefent ; fhc connects in this 

His greateft Virtue with his greateft Blifs 5 350 

At once his own bright profpeft to be bleft. 

And ftrongcft motive to aflift the reft. 

Self-love thus pufli^d to focial, to divine. 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleillng thine« 
Is this too little for the boundlefs heart ? 355 

Extend it, let Ay enemies have part : 
Gralp the whole worlds of Reafon, Life, and Senfe, 
In one clofe fyftem of Benevolence : 
Happier as kinder, in whatever degree. 
And height of Blifs but height of Charity. 360 

God loves from Whole to Parts : but human foul 
Muft rife from Individual to the Whole. 
Self-love but ferves the virtuous mind to wake. 
As the fmall pebble ftiis the peaceful lake ^ 

The 
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The centre m6v*d, a cirdc ftftut (bccealls^ 365 

Another ftilli and ftill another fpread*^ 
Friend, parent, neighbour, firft it willeulbiaoe} 
His^ country next$ and next all human race j 
Wide and more wide, th* overflowing of thte mind 
Take every creature in, of every kind 5 37^ 

Earth fmiles around, with boundlefs bounty blell. 
And Heaven beholds its image in his breaft. 

Come then, my Friend ! my Genius I come along ; 
Oh mafter of the poet, and the fong I 
And while the Mufe now (loops, or now afcends, 375 
To Man*s low pafiions, or their glorious ends. 
Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wife, 
To fall with dignity, with temper rifej 
Form'd by thy converfe, happily to ftecr. 
From grave to gay, from lively to fevere ; 380 

Correft with fpirit, eloquent witli eafe. 
Intent to reafon, or polite to pleafe. 
Oh ! while along the ftream of Time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame ; 
Say, fliall my little bark attendant fail, 385 

Purfue the triumph, and partake the gale ? 

When 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 373. Come then, my Friend ! &c.] In the MS. thus. 
And now tranfported o'er fo vaft a plain. 
While the wing'd courier flies with all her rein. 
While heaven-ward now her mounting wing fhe feels. 
Now fcatter'd fools fly trembling from her heels, 
Wilt thou, my St. John ! keep her courfe in fight, 
Confine her fury, and aflifther flight ? 
G X 
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When ftatefinen^ hsroes, kings, in duft i^epofe, 
Whofe Tons ihall bluih their fathers were thy foes, 
. Shall then this verfe to futuie age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philofopher, and friend ? 3 
That, urg'd by thee, I tum'd the tuneful art. 
From founds to things, from fancy to the heart ; 
For Wit*iB falfe mirror held up Nature's light j 
Shcw'd erring Pride, whatever is, is right j 
That Reason, Passion, anfwer one great aim ; 31 
Thata*ue Self-love and Social are the famej 
That Virtue only makes our Blifs below ; 
And all our knowledge is, our.selv£s to know.. 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 397. That Virtue only, &c.] In the MS, thus,. 
That juft to find a God is all we can, 
fiJad all the Study of Mankind is Man. 
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UNIVERSAL 
PRAYER. 

DEO OPT. MAX. 
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1 T may be proper to obferve, that fome paflagej 
the preceding Effay, having been unjuftly fufp< 
of a tendency tow&rds Fate and Naturalifm, the 
thor compoied this Prayer as the fum of all, to 
that his fyftem was founded in free-will, and te 
nated in piety : That the firll caufe was as well 
Lord and Governor of «the Univerfe as tlie Cr 
* of it J and that, by fubmiflion to his will (the ] 
principle enforced throughout the Eflky) was 
meant the fuffering ourfelves to be cairied along 
blind detei-mination, but the refting in a relig 
acquiefcence, and confidence full of Hope and 
mortality. To give all this the greater weight 
poet chofe for his model the Lord's Prayer, w] 
of all others, beft deferves the title prefixed to 
Paraphi-afe. 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

DEO OPT. MAX. 

r^ ATHER of All ! in every Age, 
* In every Clime juIorM, 

By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou Great Firft Caufe, feaft undcrftood 5 

Who all my Senfe confinM 
To know but this, that Thou art Good, 

And that myfclf am blind ; 

Yet gave me, in this dark Eftate, 

To fee the Good from 111 j 
And, binding Nature fall in Fate, 

Left free the Human Will. 

What Confcience di£lates to be done. 

Or wamyje not to do. 
This, teach m^more than Hell to fhun. 

That, more than Heaven purfue. 

What Bleflings thy free Bounty gives. 

Let me not caft away ; 
For God is paid When Man receives, 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to Earth's contrafted Span 

Thy Goodnefs let me bound. 
Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 

When thoufand Worlds are round •• 

G 4 ^ 
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Lettiot this weak, unknowing hand 

Prefump thy bolts to throw, 
And deal damnation round the land. 

On each I judge thy Foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart. 

Still in the right to ftay : 
If I am wrong, oh teach my neart 

To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolifli Pride, 

Or impious Difcontent, 
At aught thy \Yifdom has deny'd. 

Or aught thy Goodnefs lent, 

Teach me to feel another's Woe, 

To hide the Fault I fee j 
That Mercy I to others fhow. 

That Mercy fhow to me. 

Mean though I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quickenM by thy Breath j 

O lead me wherefoe'er I go, 

Through this day's Life or Death, 

This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot i 

All clfe beneath the Sun, 
Thou know'ft if bcft beftowM or not. 

And let thy Will be done. 

To Thee, whofe Temple is all Space, 
Whofe Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies ! 

One Chorus let all Being raife ! 
All Nature's Incenfe rife ! 

MO 
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** Eft brevitatc opus, ut currat fententia, neu fe 
f' Impediat verbis lafTas onerantibus aures : 
• f* Et fermone opus eft modo trifti/faepe jocofo, 
'« Defendente vicem modo Rhetoris atque Poctae, 
*' Interdum urbani, parcentis viribus, atque, 
** Extenuantis eas confulto." Hor. 



t 9t ] 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

rHE Essay on Man was intended to have been 
comprifed in Four Books : 

The Firft of which, the Author has given us under 
hat title, in four Epiftles. 

The Second was to have confifted of the fame num- 
er: I. Of the extent and limits of human Reafon. 
. Of thofe Arts and Sciences, and of the parts of them, 
rhich are ufeful, and therefore attainable, together 
rith thofe which are unufeful, and therefore unattain- 
ble. 3. Of the Nature, Ends, Ufe, and Application 
f the different Capacities of Men. 4. Of tne Ufe of 
•earning, of the Science of the World, and of "Wit ; 
onqluding with a Satire againft a Mifapplication of 
aem, illuftrated by Piftures, Charafters, and Exainples. 

The Third Book regarded Civil Regimen, or the Sci- 
ice of Politics, in which the feveral forms of a Repub- 
c were to be examined and explained ; together with 
le leveral Modes of Religious Worfhip, as far forth as 
ley aifefft Society ; between which the Author always 
ippofed there was the mod interefting relation and 
oleft conne6Hon ; fo that this part would have treated 
F Civil and Religious Society in their full extent. 

The (Fourth and laft Book concerned private 'Ethics, 
r praftical Morality, confidered in all the Circum- 
uices. Orders, Profeflions, and Stations of human 
ife. 

The Scheme of all this had been maturely di^efted, 
ad communicated to L. Bolingbroke, Dr. Swift, and 
ae «• two more, and was intended for the only work 
F ins riper Years : but was, partly through ill health, 
irtly through difcouragements from the depravity of 
le times, and partly on pi-udential and other confi- 
^rations, interrupted, poftponed, and, laftly, in a man- 
zr laid afide. 

But 
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But as this was the Author's favourite Work, 
more exa^ly reflefteil the Image of his ftrong ca[ 
Mind, and as we can have but a very imperfeft 
it from the * disje^la membra Poetac' that now ren 
may not be amil's to be a little more particular co 
ing each of thefe projected books. 

The FIRST, as it treats 6f Man in the abftnU 
coAfiders him in general under every of his rel 
becomes the foundation, and fumiihes out the fi 
of the three following ; fo that 

The SECOND Book was to take up again tl 
and Second Epiftles of the Firft Book, and treats c 
in his intelleelual Capacity at large, as has b< 
plained above. Of this only a fmall part of tl 
clufion (which, as we faid, was to have conte 
Satire againft the mifapplication of Wit and Lei 
may be found in the Fourth Book of the Dunci; 
up and down> occafionally, in the other three. 

The THIRD Book, in like manner, was to n 
the fubjea of the Third Epiftle of the Firft, whicl 
of Man in his Social, Political, and Religious 
city. But this part the Poet afterwards co: 
might be beft executed in an Epic Poem; ast 
tion would make it more animated, and the Fa 
invidious; in which all the great Principles < 
and falfe Governments and Religions iliould be 
delivered in feigned Examples. 

The FOURTH and laft Book was to pui-fue tl 
jcft of the Fourth Epiftle of the Firft, and ti 
Ethics, or practical Morality; and would hai 
fifted of many members ; of which the four fo! 
Epiftles were detached Portions : the two firft. 
Characters of Men and Women, being the intro 
part of this concluding Book. 

M( 
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[ORAL ESSAYS. 
EPISTLE I. 

T Q 

ir Richard Temple, L. Cobham. 

ARGUMENT. 

Df the Knowledge and CharaAers of Men. 

THAT it is not fuflicient for this knowledge to 
milder Man in the Abflra^l : Books will not ferve 
.e purpofe, -nor yet our own Experience fingly, ver. i . 
eneral maxims, unlefs they be formed upon both, 
ill be but notional, ver. lo. Some peculiarity in 
'cry man, charafteriftic to himfelf, yet varying from 
mfelf, ver. 15. Difficulties arifmg from our own 
aifionS) Fancies, Faculties, Sec, ver. 31. The ihort- 
efs of Life to obferve in, -and the uncertainty of the 
rinciples of aftion in men to obferve by, ver. 37. 
:c. Our own Principle of action often hid from our- 
tlves, ver. 41 . Some few Chara6lers plain, but in 
eneral confounded, diffembled, or inconfiftent, ver. 
1. The fame man utterly different in different places 
ad feafons, ver. 71. Unimaginable weaknefles in the 
reateft, ver. 70, &c. Nothing conflant and certain 
ut God and Nature, ver. 95. No judging of the 
(lotives from the alliens 5 the fame aftions proceeding 
rom c^otyary Motives, and the fame Motives influ- 
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encing contrary aftions, ver. loo. II. Yet, tc 
Chara6lersy we can only take the ftrpngeft af^L 
a man''s life, and try to make them agree : The 
uncertainty , of this, from Nature itfelf, and fro: 
licy, ver. 120. Charafters given according 1 
rank of men of the world, ver. 135. And fom 
Ton for it, ver. i4xr. Education alters the Nati 
at lead Charafter, of many, ver. 149. Aftions 
fions, Opinions, Manners, Humours, or Prin 
all fubjeft to change. No judging by Nature, 
ver. 15s. to ver. 1.7S. III. It only remains 1 
(if we can) his Ruling Passion : That wi 
tainly influence all the reft, and can reconci 
feeming or real inconfiftency of all his a6lion 
175, Inftanced in the extraordinary Charaf 
Clodio, ver. 179, A caution againft miftakii 
cond qnalities for firft, which will deftroy all 
bility of the knowledge of mankind, ver. 2x0. 
amples of the ftrength of the Ruling PafTionj a 
continuation to the lalkbreathj ver. 222, &c. 
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EPISTLE I. 

S, you defpife the man to Books confin'd^ 
^ho from his ftudy rails at human-kind j 
;h what he learns he fpeaks, and may advance, 
reneral maxims, or be right by chance. 
>xcomb bird, fo talkative and grave; 5 

rom his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and Knave, 
h many a paflenger he rightly call, 
>ld him no Philofopher at all. 
I yet the fate of all exti-emes i$ fuch, 
lay be read, as vtrell as Books, too much. 1% 
ervations which ourfelves we make, 
ow more partial for th' Obferver's fake j 
itten Wifdom, as another's, Icfs : 
IS are drawn from Notions, thcfe from Guefs. 
's fbme Peculiar in each leaf and grain, x 5 

mmarkM fibre, or fome varying vein ; 
nly Man be taken in the grofs ? 
but as many forts of Mind as Mofs. 
t each from other differs, firtt confcfs j 
that he varies from himfelf n,o lefs j «• 

fature's, Cuftom's, Reafon's, Paflion's ihife, 
[1 Opinion's colours caft on life, 
depths who fathoms, or our ihallows finds, 
whirls, and ihifting eddies, of our minds ? 
man a£^ions reafon though you can, 25 

be Reafon, but it is not Man : 

His 
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His Principle of action once explore, 

That inftant 'tis his Principle no more. 

Like followi^pg life through creatures you difTefl, 

You lofe it in the moment you dete6i. 

Yet more 5 the difference is as great between 
The optics feeing, as the objefts feen. 
All Manners take a tin^lure from our own ; 
Or come difcolourM through our Pailions ihown* 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 
Contra6ls, inverts, and gives ten thoufand dyes* 

Nor will Life's ftream for obfei-vation ftay. 
It hurries all too fall to mark their way : 
In vain fedate reflections we would make. 
When half oui' knowledge we muft fnatch, not take. 
Oft, in the Paff\on's wild rotation toft. 
Our fpring of a£lion to ourfelves is loft : 
Tir'd, not determin'd, to the laft we yield. 
And what comes then is mafter of the field. 
As the laft image of that troubled heap. 
When fenfe fubfides, and Fancy fports in deep, 
(Though paft the recolle6lion of the thought^ 
Becomes the ftuff of which our dream is wrought : 
Something as dim to our internal view. 
Is thus, perhaps, the caufe of moft we do. 

True, fome are open, and to all men known : 
Others, fo very clofe, they 're hid from none j 
(So darknefs ftrikes the fenfe no lefs than light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is belov'd at fight j 
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And every child hates Shylock, though his foul 55 

Still fits at fquaty and peeps not from its hole. 
At half mankind when generous Manly raves» 
All know 'tis Virtue, for he thinks them knaves : 
When univerfal homage Umbra pays, 
All fee 'tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praife. 60 

When Flattery glares, all hate it in a Queen, 
While one there is who charms us with his Spleen. 

But thefe plain Chara^ers we rai-ely find : 
Though ftrong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind : 
d' puzzling Contraries confound the whole; 65 

Or AfFefbitions quite reVerfe the foul. 
The Dull, flat Falfchood ferves, for policy i 
And in the Cunning, Thith itfelf 's a lie : 
Unthought-of Frailties cheat us in the Wife 5 
The Fool lies hid in inconflftencies. 70 

See the fame man, in vigour, in the gout | 
Alone^ in company 3 in place, or out j 
Early at Bufinefs, and at Hazard late $ 
Mid at a Fox-chafe, wife at a Debate ; 
Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball ^ 75 

Fiiendly at Hackney, faithlefs at Whitehall. 

Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 
Thinks who endures a kuave, is next a knave. 
Save juft at dinner— then prefers, no doubt, 
A Rogue with Venifon to a Saint without. 80 

Who would not praii^ Patricio's high defert. 
His hand unftain'd^ his uncorrupted heart, 
H«s compieheoiive head I all Interefts weigh'd, 
All Europe (av'd, yet Britain not bcthiy'd. 

Vol. II.' H ^<^ 
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He thanks you not, his Pride is in Picquettc, 
Newmarket-fdme, and judgment at a Bett. 

What made (fay» Montagne, or more iage Cha 
Otho a warridrt Cromwell a bufifoon ? 
A perjur'd Prince a leaden faint revere^ 
A godlefs Regent ti^embU at a Star ? 
The throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 
Faithleft tkroligh Piety, and dup*d through. Wit 
ihirope a Wbnkan, Child, or Dotard rule, 
Ahd juft.her wifeft. monarich made a fool I 

Know, God and Nature only are the fame s 
In Man, the judgment (hoots at flying game ^ 
A bird of pafis^ t gone as foon as found. 
Now in the Moon perhaps, now under ground* 

In vain-tlM fage, with retrofpeftive eye. 
Would from th* appaitnt What conclude the Wl 
Infer the Motive horn the Deed, and &ew. 
That what we chane*d was what we meant to do^ 
Behold if Fortune or a Miftrefs firowns. 
Some plunge in buiiilers, othen fliave their crowi 
To eafe the Soul of one ^j^reiiive weight,^ 
This quits aft Empire, that embroils a State t . 
The fame aduft complexion haa impelled 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to ^Fitld. 

YARIATiaHi 

Aftei- vek". tS. ih tllfe former Sdi'ddtts, 
Triumphaht leaders at an artny*^ htad, 
HemmM round with gbrie^, pititr cloth or bw 
As meanly t>lvn^ m duey brartly fou^^ 
JIow lave a people, and*now lave a groat.. 
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3t always wAftions ihew the m^ } we find 
> does a kindnefs, 19 not therefore kind : 119 

aps Profperity becahn'd his breaft» 
aps the Wind juft fhifted from the Eaft : 
^refore humble he who ieeks retreat, 
I guides his fteps, and bids him fhun tlie great : 
) combats bi'avely is not therefore brave, 115 

Ireads a d^ath-bed like the meaneft (lave : 
) reafons wifely is not theiefore ]^iie, 
pride in Reaibning, not in A6ling, lies, 
lit grant that fl6lions beft difcover man ; 
e the mod ftroQg, find foit them as you can. i%o 
few that glare, each chara£ler muft mark, 
balaacs not the many in the dark. 
It will you do with fi|ch as difagree ? 
>refs them, or mifcall them policy ? 
t then at once (the chai-a^er to (ave) 115 

plain rough Hero turn a crafty Kn^ve ? 
; i in trmth the man but changed his mind, 
aps was Ack> in love, or had not din'd. 
why from Britain Cvifr would retreat ? 
u: himfelf x^ght whiifeiv he wis l>^. 2 50 

Why 

VARIATION. 

129. in the former Editions : 
Ac \rhv from Britain Cssfar made retreat } 
aefar himfelf would t*U y^u he was beat, 
he mijg;bty Cza^ what mQv'd to wed a JPimk ? 
he mighty Cza*" would telj you he was drunk. 
ired as above, b^caufe C^far wi-ote hi 5 Comjpeiitpi* 
of iiiis wai-, and does not tell you he was beat. As 
ar too afforded an inftance of both cafes, it was 
ight better to make him the iinglc cii9otv^\^, 
H z 
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Why rifle the World's great empire for a Punk ? 
Caefar perhaps might anfwer, he was drunk. 
But, fage hiftorians ! 'tis your taflc to prove 
One aftiori Conduft ; one, heroic Love. 

'Tis from high Life high characters are drawn 5 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn 5 
A Judge is juft, a Chancellor jufter ftill j 
A Gownman, leaiu'd 5 a Bifhop, what you will j 
Wife, if aMinifter; but, if a King, 
More wife, more leam'd, more joft, more every thin, 
Court- Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheft rate, 
Born where Heaven's influence fcarce can penetrate : 
In life's low vale, the foil the Virtues like, 
They pleafe as beauties, here as wonders ftrike. 
Though the fame fun with all-diffuflve rays i 

Blvfik in the Rofe, and in the Diamond blaze> 
We prize the ftronger effort of his power, 
And juftly fet the Gem above the Flower. 

*Tis Education form^the common mind^ 
Juft as the twig is bent, the tree*s inclinM. 1 

Boaftful and rough, your firft fon is a 'Squire ; 
The next a Ti-adefman, meek, and much a lyar j 
Tom ftruts a Soldier, open, bold and brave $ 
Will fneaks a Scrivener, an exceeding knave : 
Is he a Churchman ? then he 's fond of power : 155 
A Quaker ? fly : A Prefliyterian ? fower : 
A fmart Free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 

Aflc mens Opinions : Scoto now fliall tell 
How Trade increafes, and the world goes well; 

Stri 
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off his Peniion, by the fetting fun, i6o 

iritain, if not Europe, is undone. 

t gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, 

turns him now a ftupid filent dunce ? 

jod, or Spirit, he has lately found ; 

ncM to meet a Minifter that frown*d. 165 

re we by Nature ? Habit can effiice, 

i o>rcome, or policy take place « 

dons ? thofe Unceitainty divides ; 

lions ? thefe Diflijnulation hides : 

ns i they ftill take a wider range : 170 

if you can, in what you cannot change. 

iners with Foitunes, Humours tlMrn wjth Climes, 

with Books, and Principles with Times. 
:h then the Ruling Paflion : There, alone, 
^ild are conftant, and the Cunning known f'tj^ 
]|ol conililent, and the Falfe ilncere } 

Princes, Women, no diflemblers hew. 
lue once found, unravels all the reft, 
ofpe6l clears, and Wharton fta^ds confeft. 
m, the fcom and wonder of our days, x2o 

ruling Paflion was the Luft of Praife : 
ith whate'ei* could win it from the Wife, 
1 and Fools muft like him, or he dies t 
1 wondering Senates hung on all he fpoke^ 
ub muft hail him mafter of the ]okfi, 185 

irts fo various aim at nothing new ? 
ine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 
ims repentant, and his God adores 
le famf fpirit that he drinks and whoces ; 

H 3 Enough 
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Enough If all around him but admire t^ 

And now the Punk ij^pklid, and now the Frier. 

Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honeft heart ; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt 5 

And moft contemptible, to Ihun tontempt; 19 

His Paffion ftill, to covet general praife ; 

His Life, to forfeit it a thoufand ways ; 

A conftant Bounty which no Friend has madt 5 

An Angel Tongue, which no man can pfcrfuide ^ 

A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 20 

Too rafh for Thought, fbr Aftion too refinM n 

A Tyrant to the wife hi§ heatt approves 5 

A Rebel to the veiy king he loves 5 

He diel, fad outcaft of each church and ftate, 

Ahd, hairder ftill 1 Ihigitious, yet not gnsat. an 

Aik you why Wharton broke through every tuh ? 

*Twas all for ftar the Kfta:^s ftiould tall him Fool. 

Nature weil known, no prodigies remain. 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

Yet, in this fearch, the wifeft may miftake, «i 

If fecond qualities for firift they take. 
When Catiline by rapine fwellM his Itore 5 
When Caefar made a noble dame a whore 5 
In this the Luft, in that the Avarice, 
Were means, not ends ; Ambition was the vice. 21 

Tha 
VAUlATlON. 
In the former Editions, vcr.' 208. 

Natuit^ii%ll known, no Mirades remain. 
Altferfed, as above, for very obvious reafons. 
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That very Csefiur, bom in Scipio's days, 

Had aim'd, like hira, by CtalHty, at praife. 

Luculkis, when Frugality could chaim. 

Had roafted turnips in the Sabine fann. 

In vain th' obferver eyes the builder's toil, *!• 

But quite miftakes the fcalfold for the pile. 

In this one paffion man can ftrength enjoy, 
As Fits give vigour, juft when they deftroy. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient han4> 
Yet tames not this i it fticks to our laft fand* 125 

Confident in oar follies and our fins. 
Here honeft Nature ends as Ihe begins. 

Old Politicians chew on wifdom paft> 
And totter on inbufinefs to the laft $ 
As weak* as eameft; and as gravely out) 130 

As fober Laneft>orow dancing in the gout. 

Behekl a reverend fn-e, whom want of grace 
lias made the fathei* of a namelefs race. 
ShovM from the w^ll perhaps, or rudely prefs'd 
By his own fon, lliat pafles by unblefsM t 2 3 5 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies every fparrow that he fees. 

A fahnon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate 5 
The do6lor caird, -declares all help too late : 
** Mercy ! cries Helluo, mercy on my foul ! 24.0 

** Is there no hope ?— Alas ! — then bring the jowl/' 

The frugal Crone, whom praying priefts attend. 
Still ftrives to fave the hallowM taper's end, 
CoUe^ls her breath, as ebbing life retii-es. 
For oi^fniff.more, and in that puff expires. 245 

H4 '< Odious'. 
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« Odious ! in woollen I 'twould a faipt pjrovoke, 
(Were the laft wQrds that poor NarciiTa fpoke) 
** NO} let a charming Chintz, and BruiTels lace, 
** Wrap my cold limbs, and ihade my lifelefs face : 
»* One would not, fmt, be frightful when one 's dead— 
<« And— Bctty-Pf-give this Cheek a little Red.'' 

The Courtier (mooth, yrho forty years had fhin'd 
An humble fenrant to all hupian-kind, 
Juft brought out this, when fcarce his tongue could ftir» 
f < If —where I 'm going— I could fervc you. Sir I" 455 

** I give and I devife (old £|uclio faid. 
And iigh'd) << my lands and tenements to Ned.'* 
Your money, Sir?—" My money. Sir, what all ? 
« Why,— if I muft— (then wept) I give it Paul.'* 
Tl»c manor. Sir ?— " The manor ! hold, he cry'd, %$q 
«* Not that,— I cannpt part with that" — and dy'd. 

And you I brave Cobham, to the lateft breath. 
Shall feel your ruling pailion ftrong ip death i 
Such in thofe moments as in all the paft, 
f< (Dti, fave my Country, IJeaven !" ihall be your la((, 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 

EPISTLE II. 

TO A LADY. 

Of the Charafters of Wo m e n. 

THE R £ is nothing in Mr. Pope*s works more highly 
£nifhed than this Epiftle : Yet its fuccefs was in no 
proportion to the pains he took in compofing it. 
Something he chanced to drop in a fliort advertiic- 
ment prefixed to it, on its firft publication, may per- 
haps account for the fmall attention given to it. He 
faid that no one chara6ler in it was drawn from the life. 
The public believed him on his word, and expi'efled 
little curiofity about a Satire, in which there was no- 
thing perfonal, 

I^OTHING fo true as what you once lej fall, 
L>l « ^Qft Women have no Charafters at all." 
vfatter too foft a lafting mark to bear, 
Vnd beft diflinguiih'd by black, brown, or fair. 

How many pi6lures of one Nymph we view, 5 

Ul how imlike each other, all how true ! 
ircadia^s Countefs, here, in ermin'd pride, 
8 there^ Paftora by a fountain fide. 
lere Fannia, leering on her own good man^ 
Lnd there, a naked Leda with a Swan. !• 

Let 
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Let then the fair-one beautifully cry. 

In Magdaltne*s looTe hair and lifted ^ye. 

Or dieft in fmiles of fweet Cecilia fhine. 

With fimpeiing Angels, Palms, and Harps divine; 

Whether the Charmer finner it, or faint it, j 

If Folly grow romantic, I muft paint it. 

Come then, the colours and the ground prepare I 
Dip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air j 
Chufe a firm Cloud, before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere flie change, the Cynthia of tliis minute, i 

Rufa, whofe eye, quick glancing o*er die Park, 
Attra£^s each light gay meteor of a Spark, 
Agrees as ill with Rufa ihidying Locke, 
As Sappho*6 diamonds with her dirty fmock j 
Or Sappho at her toilet's greafy taik, i 

With Sappho fragrant at an evening Maik : 
So morning InfeC^s, that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the fetting-fiin. 

How foft is Silia ! fearful to offend ) 
The frail-one*s advocate, the weak-one's friend. I 
To her, Califb prov'd her condu£t nice ; 
And good Simplicius alks of her advice. 
Sudden, fhe florms ! ihe i-aves ! You tip the wink> 
But fpare your cenfure 5 Silia does not drink. 
All eyes may fee from what the change arofe, : 

All eyes may fee— a Pimple on her nofe. 

Papillia, wedded to her amorous fpark. 
Sighs for the fhades — <* How charming is a Paik !'* 
A Park is purchased, but the Fair he fees 
All bath'd in tears—" Oh odious, odious Trees !'' 

Ladii 



MORAL ESSAYS. toy 

, like Tariegited TulipSy fliowy 
ieir Changes half their chains we owe i 
lefeft, and delicately weak, 
>p3r Spots tlie nice admirer take. 
us CalypTo once each heart alarmM, 45 

:hout Virtue^ without Beauty charmed { 
rue bewitched as oddly as her Eyes, 
than Mimic, more a Wit than Wile ; 
races (till, and Granger flights flie had, 
not xigly» and was juft not mad| 5# 

(b iiire our paflion to create, 
ibe tovch'd the brink of all we hate. 
i*s nature, tolerably mild, 
a wafli, would hardly ftew a child ; 
been proved to grant a Lover's prayer, 51 

a Tradefman once to make him ftare } 
s at Eafter, in a ChriiHaa trim, 
e a Widow happy, for a whim. 
1 declare Good>nature is her fcom, 
I by that alone (he can be bom ? €• 

je all mortals, yet zffeSt a name ? 
Pleafure, yet a (lave to fame : 
» in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
king Citron with his Grace and Chartres} 
fcience chills her, and now Paffion bums; 6| 
eifm and Religion take their turns } 
[eathen in the carnal part, 
I fad, good Chriftian at her heart. 
L in State, majeftically drunks 
aPeerefs, prouder as aPunki *i« 
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Chafte to her Hufkmd, frank to all befide, 

A teemiBg Miftrefs, but a barren Bride. 

What then ? let Blood and Body bear the fault. 

Her Head 's untouchM, that noble Seat of Though 

^ttcfe this day's doMne — in another fit 

She fins with Poets through puce love of Wit. 

What has not fir'd her bofom or her brain ? 

Caefar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 

As Helluo, late Diftator of the Feaft, 

Tht Nofe of Haut-gout, and the Tip of Taftc, 

Critiqu'd your wine, and analyz'd your meat, . 

Yet on plain padding deign*d at home to eat ; 

So Philomede, lefturing all mankind 

On the foft Paflion, and the Tafte refin'd, 

Th' Addrefs, the Deliracy— ftoops at once. 

And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. 

Flavia's a Wit, has too much fenfe to pray 5 
To toaft our wants and wifhes,* is her way ; 
Nor aiks of God, but of her Stars, to give 
The mighty blefUng, ** while we live, to live." 
Then all for Death, that Opiate of the foul ! 
Lucretia's dagger, Rofamonda's bowl. 
Say, what can caufe fuch impotence of mind ? 
A Spark too fickle, or a Spoufe too kind. 
Wife Wretch ! with pleafures too refinM to pleafo ; 
With too much Spirit to be e'er at cafe j 

V 

VARIATION. 

Vcr. 77. What has not fir'd, &c.] In the MS. 
In whofe mad brain the mixt ideas roll, 
O/TaJi-boy's breeches, and of Ca^far's foul. 
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much Quicknefs ever to be taught ; 
much Thinking to have common Thought t 
hafe pain with all that Joy can give^ 
)f nothing but a Rage to live. loo 

hen from Wits $ and look on Simo's Mate, 
I meek, no Afs fo obftinate. 
lat owns her Faults, but never mends, 
le ^» honeft, and the beft of Fiiends. 
hofe life the Church and Scandal (hare» 105 
Q a Pailion, or a Prayer, 
ho laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 
Lh ! how charming,, if there 's no fuch place !" 
I fweet viciflitude appears 
and Opium, Ratafie and Tears, 1 10 

Anodyne, and nightly Draught, 
ofe foes to Faii'-ones, Time and Thought, 
nd Fool are two hard things to hit ; 
Io*meaning puzzles more than Wit. 
at are thefe to great Atoffa's mind ? 115 

;e herfelf, by turns all Womankind I 
h herfelf, or others, from her biith 
her life one warfare upon earth : 
expofmg Knaves, and painting Fools, 
late^er (he hates and ridicules. xzo 

jht advances, but her Eddy Brain 
about, and down it goes again. 
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122. in the MS. 

'd with wealth and wit, abuudance fad I 

|pe« h^r poor, the other makes hec tsAii^ 
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Full fixty years the World nuB been her Trade , 
The wifeft Fool much Tirde has ever made. 
From lovelefs youth to unrefpe^ed age, 
•No Paffion gratify'd, except her Rage, 
So much the Fury ftill out-ran the Wit, 
The Pleafure mifs'd her, and the Scandal hit. 
Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge fr^m H 
But he's a bolder man who dares be well. 
Her every turn with Violence purfued. 
Nor more a ftoim her Hate than Gratitude : 
To that each Paffion turns, or foon or late ; 
Love, if it makes her yield, muft make her hate : 
Superiors ? death ! and Equals ? what a curie ! 
But an Inferior not dependant P worfe. 
Offend her, and (he knows not to forgive j 
Oblige her, and ihe '11 hate you while you live : 
But die, and fhe *11 adore you — Then the Buft 
And Temple rife— jihen fall again to duft. 
Xafl night, her Lo^d was all that 's good and grea 
A Knave this morning, and his Will a Cheat. 
Strange ! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 
By Spirit robb'd of Power, by Warmth of Friend 
By Wealth of Followers I without one difbefs 
Sick of herfelf, through very fclfifhncfs ! 
Atoffa, curs'd with every granted prayer, 
Childlefs with all her Children, wants an Heir. 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 148. in the MS. 
This Death decides ; nor kts the blefling fall 
On any obc flie hates, but on them all, 

C 
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'o Heirs unknown defccnds th* unguarded ftoi-e^ 

>r wanders, Heaven-direfled, to the Poor. 150 

Pi^lui-es like thefe, dear Madam, to defign, 
\.fk no firm hand, and no unerring line ; 
lome wandering touches, fome reflefled light, 
>ome fl}ing ftroke alone can hit them right : 
^or how ihould equal Colours do the knack ? 155 

whameleons who can paint in white and black ? 

" Yet Chloe fure was formM without a fpot."— 
Mature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 

* With every plcafing, every prudent part, 

* Say, what can Chloe want?"— She wants a Heart. 
>he fpeaks, behaves, and a^s juft as (he ought $ 

iut never, never, reached one generous Thought. 

•Virtue ihe finds too painful an endeavour, 

^tent to dwell in Decencies for ever. 

>o very reafonable, fo unmov'd, 1^^ 

?V>s never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breaft, 

^an mark the figures on an Indian chefl ; 

And when ihe fees her Friend in deep defpair, 

Obferves how much a Chintz exceeds Mohair. Z79 

Forbid it, Heaven, a Favour or a Debt 

She e'er fhould cancel— but ihe may forget. 

Safe is your fecret ftill ia Chloe' s ear 5 

But none of Chloe' s ihall you ever hear. 

Of 
Vamation. 

J^urs'd chance ! this only could afflift her more^ 
^ any part ihould wander to the poor« 
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Of all her Dears (he never flander'd one. 
But cares not if a thoufand are undone. 
Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 
She bids her Footman put it in her head, 
Chloe is prudent— Would you too be wife ? 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 
One certain Portrait may (I grant) be feen, 
Which Heaven has vamiih'd out, and made a C 
The fame for ever ! and defcrib'd by all 
With Truth and Goodnefs, as with Crown anc 
Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will. 
And ftiew their zeal, and hide their want of (ki 
'Tis well — but, Artifts ! who can paint, or wri 
To draw the naked is your true delight. 
That Robe of Quality fo ftruts and fwells. 
None fee what Parts of Nature it conceals t 
Th' exafteft traits of Body or of Mind, 
We owe to models of an humble kind. 
If Qjieenfteny to ftrip there 's no compelling, 
*Tis from a Handmaid we muft take a Helen. 
From Peer or Biihop 'tis no eafy thing 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King s 
Alas ! I copy, (or my draught would fail) 
From honeft Ma^'met, or plain Parfon Hale. 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 198. in the MS. 
Fain I'd in F%ilvia fpy the tender Wife 5 
I cannot prove it on her for my life.: 
And, for a noble pride, I blu/h no lefs, 
Inftead of B^nice to think on Befs. 
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But grant, in Public Men fometimes arc fliown, 
A woman's feen in Private life alone s 200 

Our bolder Talents in full light difplay'd ) 
Your Virtues open faireft in the (hade. 
Bred to difguifc, in Public 'tis you hide 5 
There, none diilinguiih *twixt your Shame or Pride, 
Weaknefs or Delicacy ; all fo nice, 205 

That each may fecm a Virtue, or a Vice. 

In Men we various Ruling Pafllons find 9 
In Women, two almoft divide the kind ; 
Thofe, only fix'd, they firft or laft obey. 
The Love of Pleafure, and the Love of Sway. 210 

That, Nature gives ; and where the leflbn taught 
Is but to pleafe, can Pleafure feem a fault? 
Experience, this 5 by Man's opprefRon curft, 
They feek the fecond not to lofe the firft. 

Men, fome to Bufinefs, fome to Pleafure take ; 215 
fiut every Woman is at heart a Rake : 
Men, fome to Quiet, fome to public Strife 5 
But every Lady would be Queen for Life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens ! 
Power all their end, but Beauty all the means : ,120 



In 



VARIATIONS. 



Thus while immortal Gibber only fings 
(As Clarke and Hoadly preach) for queens and kings. 
The Nymph that ne'er read Milton's mighty line, 
May, if ihe love, and merit verfe, have mine. 
^^> 207. in the firft Edition, 
*n feveral Men we feveral paflions find } 
*'^ Women, two almoft divide the kind. 
Vol. U. I 
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In Youth they conquer with fo wild a rage^ 
As leaves them fcarce a fubjeft in their Age : 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam ; 
No thought of peace or happinefs at home. 
But Wifdom's triumph is well-tim'd Retreat, 
As hard a fcience to the Fair as Great ! 
Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendlefs grown 
Yet hate repofe, and dread to be alone. 
Worn -out in public, weaiy every eye. 
Nor leave one iigh behind them when they die. 

Pleafures the fex, as children Birds, purfue, 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catch, to fpoil the Toy at moft. 
To covet flying, and regret when loft : 
At laft, to follies Youth could fcai'ce defend. 
It grows their Age*s prudence to pretend; 
Afham'd to own they. gave delight before, 
Reduced to feign it, when they give no more : 
As Hags hold Sabbaths, lefs for joy than fpight. 
So thefe their merry, miferable Night ; 
Still round and round the Gholh of Beauty glide, 
And haunt the places where their honour dy'd. 

See how the Woi'ld its Veterans rewards ! 
A Youth of Frollcks, an old Age of Cards ; 
Fair to no puipofe, artful to no end. 
Young without Lovers, old without a Friend ; 
A Fop their Paffion, but their Prize a Sot, 
Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot ! 

Ah ! Friend ! to dazzle let the Vain defign ; 
To raife the thought, and touch the Heart be thine 
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That Charm (hall grow, while what fatlgiics the Rin^, 
Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded thing : 
So when the Sun's broad beam has tirM the fight. 
All mild afcends the Moon's more fobcr light, 
Serene in Virgin Modefty fhe fhines, 255 

And unobferv'd the glaring orb declines. 

Oh ! bleft with Temper, whofe unclouded i"ay 
Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day : 
She, who can love a Sifter's charms, or hear 
Sighs for a Daughter with unwounded carj 260 

She who ne'er anfwcrs 'till a Hulband cools, 
Or, if (he rules him, never (hews Ihe rules 5 
Chamis by accepting, by fubmitting fways. 
Yet has her humour moft, when fhe obeys ; 
^t Fops or Fortune fly which way they wll j 265 

I>ifdains all lofs of Tickets, or Codille ; 
Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all, 
"AndMiftrefs of herfelf, though China fall. 
And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 
Woman's at beft a conti*adi6lion ftill. 270 

*leaven when it drives to polifh all it can 
^ts laft beft work, but forms a fofter Man 5 
"**ick8 from each fex, to make the Favourite bleft, 

* our love of Pleafure, our defire of Reft : 

blends, in exception to all general rules, 275 

* our tafte of Follies, with our fcorn of Fools : 
^tferve with Franknefs, Art with Truth ally'd, 
Courage with Softnefs, Modefty with Pride 3 

ix'd Principles, with Fancy ever new ; 
^akes all together, and produces — You, i.\^ 

I % '^^ 
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He this a Woman^s Fame : with this unbleft, 
Toafls live a fcorn, and Queens may die a jtil* 
This Phoebus promisM (I forget the year) 
When thofe blue eyes firft open'd on the fphere 5 
Afcendant Phoebus watch'd that hour with care. 
Averted half your Parents' fimple Prayer ; 
And gave you Beauty, but deny'd the Pelf 
That buys your fex a Tyrant o'er itfelf. 
The generous God, who Wit and Gold refines, 
And ripens Spirits as he ripens Mines. 
Kept Drofs for DuchefTes, the world Ihall know it, 
To you gave Senfe, Good-humour, and a Poet. 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 

EPISTLE III. 
To ALLEN, LORD BATHURST. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of the Ufe of Riches. 

* Hat it is known to few, mod falling into one of 
the extremes. Avarice or Profufion, ver. i, &c. The 
Point difcuffed, whether the invention of Money has 
been more commodious or pernicious to Mankind, 
Ver. zi to 77. That Riches, either to the Avarici- 
ous or the Prodigal, cannot afford Happinefs, fcarccly 
Neceffaries, ver. 89 to 160. That Avarice is an ab- 
solute Frenzy, without an End or Purpofc, ver. 113, 
&c. 152. Conjeftures about the Motives of Avari- 
cious men, ver. 121 to 153. That the conduft of 
nien, with refpeft to Riches, can only be accounted- 
for by the Order of Providence, which works the 
general Good out of Extremes, and brings all to its 
great End by perpetual Revolutions, ver. 161 to 178. 
^ow a Mifer a£ls upon Prihciples which appear to 
^im reafonable, ver. 179. How a Prodigal does the 
^ame, ver. 199. The due Medium, and ti-ue ufe of 
Miches, ver. 219. The Man of Rofs, ver. 250. The 
^ateof the Profufe and the Covetous, in two examples j 
^th miferablc in Life and in Death, ver. 300, &c. 
"^hc Story of Sir BalaCam, ver, 339 to tVvt exv^. 
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EPISTLE III. 

THIS Epiftle was written after a violent outcry aga 
our Author, oii a fuppofition that he had ridicijl? 
worthy nobleman merely for his wrong tafte. 
juftified himfelf upon that article in a letter to 
Earl of Burlington ; at the end of which are tl 
words : " I have learnt that there are fome who wo 
** rather be wicked thaji ridjpulous : and therefqi 
*< may be fafer to attack vices tlian follies. I ^ 
*' therefore leave my betters in the quiet polTcflior 
** their idols, tlieir groves, and their high-placi 
*< and change my fubjeft from their pride to tl 
^' meannefs, from their vanities to their raiferi 
** and as the only certain way to avoid mifconftr 
** tions, to leffen offence, and not to multiply i 
<* natured applications, I may probably in my ne 
** make ufc of real names inftead of fi6litious ones 

P. WJ H O fhall decide, when Do6lors difagrec, 
^ ^ And founded Cafulfts doubt, like you and n 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given. 
That Man was made tjie (landing jeft of Heaven : 
And Gold but fent to keep the Fools in play. 
For fbme to heap, and fome to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 
(And, furely, Heaven and I are of a mind) 
Opjne, that Nature, as in duty bound. 
Deep hid the fhinin^ mifchief under ground : 

J 
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But when, by Man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival too, its Sire, the Sun, 
Then careful Heaven fupply'd two forts of Men, 
To fquander Thefe, and Thofe to hide again. 

Like Doftors thus, when much difpute has piift. 
We find our tenets juft the fame at laft. 
Both fairly owning. Riches, in cfFc^V, 
No grace of Heaven or token of th' Ele£l ; 
Given to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 20 

*• What Nature wants, commodious Gold bellows, 
Tis thus we eat the bread another fows, 

^« But how unequal it beftows, obferve j 

*Tis thus we riot, while, who fow it, ftarve : 
What Nature wants (a phi-afe I much diftiuft) 2 5 
Extends to Luxury, extends to Luft : 
Ufeful, I grant, it fer\'es what life requires. 
But dreadful too, the dark AiTaflin hires : 

B- Trade it may help. Society extend : 

**• But liu-es the Pirate, and corrupts the Friend. 30 

^« It raifes Armies in a Nation's aid : 

^« But bribes a Senate, and the Land 's betray'd. 
In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave j 
If fecret Gold fap on from kn^ve to knave. 
Once, we confefs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, 35 
From the crack'd bag the dropping Guinea I'pokc, 
And jingling down the back-ftairs, told the crew, 
** Old Cato is as great a rogue as you." 
Bleft Paper-credit ! laft and beft fupply ! 
That lends Comiption lighter wings to fly ! 40 
I 4 Gold, 
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Gold, imp'd by thee, can compafs hardeft things, . 
Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings 5 
A fingle leaf fhall waft an Army o'er, 
Or fhi-p-off Senates to fome diftant Shore 5 . 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, fcatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the wind (hall blow ; 
Pi*egnant with thoufands flits the Scrap unfeen, 
And filent fells a King, or buys a Queen. 

Oh ! that fuch. bulky Bribes as all might fee. 
Still, as of old, incumbered Villainy ! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave defigns, 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines ? 
What could they more than Knights and 'Sqi 

confound. 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round ? 
A ftatefman's flumbers how this fpeech would fpoil 
*' Sir, Spain has fent a thoufand jars of oil 5 
*' Huge bales of Britifli cloth blockade the door; 
** A hundi'ed oxen at your levee roar." 

Poor Avarice one tonnent more would find 5 
Nor could Profufion fquander all in kind. 
Aftridc his cheefe Sir Morgan might we meet : 
And Worldly ciying coals from ftreet to ftreet. 
Whom, with a wig fo wild, and mien fo mazM, 
Pity miftakes for fome poor tradefman crazM. 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 50. in the MS. 

To break a truft were Peter brib'd with wine, 
P.cier ! 'twould pofe as wife a head as thine. 
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lepeppcr's whole wealth been hops and hogs, 65 

e hlmfelf have fent it to the dogs ? 

ce will game : to White's a Bull be led, 

uming heels and with a butting head. 

ite's be carry'd, as to ancient games^ 

arfers, Vafes, and alluring Dames. 70 

;n Uxorio, if the flakes he fwecp, 

ne fix Whores, and make his Lady weep ? 

'Idonis, fo peifum'd and fine, 

St. James's a whole herd of fwinc ? 
f check on all induftrious (kill, 75 

the nation's laft great trade, Quadrille ! 
5n, my Lord, on fuch a World we fall, 
y you ? B. Say ? Why take it. Gold and all. 
hat Riches give us, let us then inquire ? 

ire, and Cloaths. B. What more? P. Meat, 

Cloaths, and Fire. $0 

)o little ? would you more tlian live ? 

is more than Turner finds they give. 

is more than (all his vifions paft) 

r Wharton, waking, found at laft ! 

n they give ? to dying Hopkins, Heirs 5 %$ 

tres, Vigour ; Japhet, Nofe and Ears ? 

', in gems bid pallid Hippia glow, 

a's buckle eafe the throbs below ; 

old Narfes, thy obfcener ail, 

th' embroideiy plaifter'd at thy tail ? 9« 

Thcjr 

I VARIATION. 

Since then, &c.] In the former Ed. 
then, fince with the world we ftatvd ot €^V\.^ 
take It, as we find it, Gold avvd a.V\% 



;2» P O P E'S P O E M S. 

They might (were Harpax not too wife to fpend) 

Give Hsrpax felf the bleffing of a Friend 5 

Or find fome Doftor that would favje the life 

Of wretched Shylock, fpite of Shylock's Wife: 

But thoufands die, without or this or that, 95 

pie, and endow a College, or a Cat. 

To fome, indeed. Heaven grants the happier fate, 

T' enrich a Baftard, or a Son they hate. 

Perhaps you think the Poor might have their part. 
Bond damns the Poor, and hates them from his heart; 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule 
That every man in want is knave or fool : 
** God cannot love (fays Blunt, with tearlefs eyes) 
** The wretch he ftarves'' — and pioudy denies ; 
But the good Bifhop, with a meeker air, 105 

Admits, and leaves them. Providence's care. 

Yet to be juft to thefe poor men of pelf. 
Each does but hate his neighbour as himfelf s 
Damn'd to the Mines, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides. 110 

B. Who fuffer thus, mere Charity (hould own, 
Muft aft on motives powerful, though unknown. 

P. Some War, fome Plague, or Famine, they forefce, 
Some Revelation hid from'' you and me. 
Why Shylock wants a meal, the caufeis found, 115 
He thinks a Loaf will rife to fifty pound. 
What made Direftors cheat in'Scuth-fea year? 
To live on Venifon when it fold fo dear. 
Aflc you why Phrine the whole Auftion buys ? 
Phryne forcfees a general Excife. ii« 

Why 
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Why ihe and Sappko raife that monftrous fum ? 
Alas ! they fear a man will coft a plum. 

Wife Peter fees the World's refpeft for Gold, 
And therefore hopes this .Nation may be fold : 
Glorious Ambition ! Peter, fwell thy ftore, 125 

And be what Rome^s great Didius was before. 
The Crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juft three millignQ ftinted modcft Gage. 
But nobler fcenes, Marians dreams unfold. 
Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold. 1 30 

Congenial, fouls ) whofe life one Avarice joins, 
And one fate buries in th' Afturian Mines. 

Much-injur-d Blunt ! why bears he Britain's hate ? 
A wizard told him in thefe words our fate : 
** At length Corrupfion, like a general flood, 135 

'* (So long by watchful Miniflcrs withftood) 
*^ Shall deluge all ; and Avarice, creeping on, 
** Spread Jike a low-bom milt, and blot the Sun 5 
** Statefiuan and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 
" Peerefs and Butler fhare alike the Box, 1^ 

'* And Judges job, and Biihops bite the town, 
" And Q^ighty Pukes pack cards for half a crown. 
'^ See Britain funk in lucre's fordid channs, 
" And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's 

■ " arms!" 
'Twas no Court-badge, great Scrivener, fir'd thy brain. 
Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain : 
No, 'twas thy righteous end, aiham'd to fee 
Senates degenerate, Patriots difagree. 

And 
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And nobly wifliing Party-rage to ceafc. 

To buy both fides, and give thy Country peace. 

*' All this is madnefs," cries a fober (age : 
But who, my friend, has reafon in his rage ? 
^* The Ruling Paflion^ be it what it will, 
** The Ruling Paflion conquers reafon ftill.*' 
Lefs mad the wildeft whimfey vrt can frame. 
Than even that Paflion, if it has no Aim 5 
For though fuch motives Folly you may call. 
The Folly 's greater to have none at all. 

Hear then the truth : " 'Tis Heaven each 
« fends, 
" And different men dii*e6l8 to different ends, 
" Extremes in Nature equal good produce, 
** Extremes in Man concur to general ufe." 
Aik we what makes one keep, and one beftow? 
That Power who bids thfe ocean ebb and flow. 
Bids feed-time, harveft, equal courfe maintain, 
Through reconciled extremes of drought and rail 
Builds Life on Death, on Change Duration fouj 
And gives th' eternal wheels to know their rounc 

Riches, like infefts, when conceaPd they lie. 
Wait but for wings, and in their feafon fly. 
Who fees pale Mammon pine amidft his flore. 
Sees but a backward ileward for the Poor ; 
This year a Refei-voir, to keep and fpare j 
The next, a Fountain, fpouting through his Hei 
In lavlfli ftreams to quench a Country's thirft, 
And men and dogs (hall drink him till they burl 
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9ttt (him*d bit fomine tnd hit biithf 
not Cotu void of wir or worth i - 
)ugb (fh« ti(€ of bufbtrouf fpitf forgot) 
»n vied in coolncff with bit grot f if o 

t with nctrUf, mofttf with creflct ftor*J» 
ipi unbougbt And fjilliidf bleii'd bift board ^ 
Uv*d on pulii:» it w»t no mor« 
amini » 8»inu» and 8aget did before i 
the ricb^ wsi prodigfil ttfmnet, 185 

> would take tbe Poor from Providence f 
e lone Cbartreux ftund* tbe good old Hall, 
Ithout, and falU wiibin tbe wall 1 
'd roofii with dance and tabor founds 
ide bell invitcft ilte country ruutid 1 190 

with figbf tbe fmoakUfti towern iurvey, 
I th* unwilling fteed» another way 1 
d wandererff the foreft oVr* 
fiav'd candle, and unopening doori 
e fiunt malti^, growling at the gate, 19) 
the beggar wbont he longe to eat. 
hi» 8on ( he maik'd thiti uvcrfight, 
» miibok rev«Tfc of wrong for right. 
t to (bun, will no giesit knowledge need | 
to follow, iii a ta(k indeed.) too 

of qualidei deiervirtg praiie, 
to ruin Fortunei, tlutn to raife. 
tfgtiter'd hec»tomb4, what flood* of wine, 
apaciouft 'Squire, hud deep Divine ! 
i4an motives thii profufton drawi, 105 

periA^ in bit country*i caufvi 
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'Tis George and Liberty that croi^s the cnp. 
And Zeal for that great Houfe which cats him up. 
The woods recede aionnd the naked feat, 
The Sylvans groan — no matter — for the Fleet t i 
Next goes his Wool— to clothe our valiaht bands, 
Laft, for his Country's love, he fells his Lands. 
To town he comes 5 completes the nation^s hope. 
And heads the bold Train -bands, and burns a Pope 
And fhall not J^itain now reward his toils, s 

Britain, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils ? 
In vain at Coiirt the Bankrupt pleads his caufe, 
His thanklefs Corintry leaves him to her Laws. 

The Senfe to value Riches, with the Art 
T' enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 3 

Not meanly, nor ambition fly purfued. 
Not funk by fldth, not raisM by fervlttrdfe } 
To balance Fortune by a Juft eXpencfe, 
Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence 5 
Wirfi Splendor, Charity j with Plenty, Health 5 9 
Oh teach us, Bathurft ! yet unfpoird by wealth ! 

T! 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver 218. in the MS. 

Where one lean herring fumifli'd Cotta's boai'd^ 
And nettles grew, fit porridge for their Lord 5 
Where mad good-nature, bounty mifapply*d. 
In lavifh Curio blaz'd a while and dy'd ; 
There Providence once more fhall fhift the fcene, 
And fhewing H— y, teach the golden mean. 
After ver. 226. in tlie MS. 

The fecret rare, which affluence hardly joined, 
mich W— n loft, yet B^y ne'er could find : 
StiH mifs'd by Vice, and fcarce V>^ Vivtuehit, 
^y G— 's goodnefe, ov by S— H vn\.^ 
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rare, between th' extremes to move 
3d-nature, and of mean Self-love, 
orth or Want well- weigh'd, be Bounty given, 
• emulate, the care of Heaven j a 30 

ifutc full overflows on human race) 
ne's fault, and juftify her grace, 
le grofs is death, but life diffused ; 
;als, in juft proportipn us'd : 
:e Ambergris, a (link it lies, 135 

pers*d, is incenfe to the Skies, 
ftarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats ? 
that trufts them, and the Rogue that cheats, 
3rd, who knows a chearful noon 
'iddler. Flatterer, or Buffoon ? 240 

:, Wit, or modeft Merit fhare, 
by a Gamefter, Pimp, or Player ? 
Your's, or Oxford's better part, 
)pprefs'd, and raife the finking heart > 
Ihines, oh Fortune, gild the fcene, 24 j 
} guard him in the golden Mean I 
i(h Bounty yet a while may ftand, 
r linger ere it leaves the land, 
r praifes why ihould Lords engrofs ? 
Mufe ! and fing the Man of Ross : 150- 
i echoes through her winding bounds, 

evcrn hoarfe applaufe refounds. 

Who. 

VARIATION. 

;o. in the MS. 

tiblc worth beyond Sabrina's (here, 

s not him, oh may he fmg no more I 
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Who hung with woods yon mountain's fultjybn 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ikies in ufelefs columns toft. 
Or in proud falls magnificently loft, 
But clear and artlefs, pouring through the plain 
Health to the fick, and folace to the Twain. 
Whofe Caufeway parts the vale with fhady rows ? 
Whofe feats the weary Traveller i*epofc ? 
Who taught that heaven-direfted fpire to rife ? 
« The Man of Ross,*' each lifping babe i-cplies, 
Behold the Market-place with poor o'erfpread ! 
The Man of Ross diviHes tlie weekly bread : 
He feeds yon Alms-houfe, neat, but void of ftate, 
Where Age and Want iit fmlling at the gatej 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans bleft, 
The young who labour, and tlie old who reft. 
Is any fick? the Man of Ross relieves, 
Prefcribes, attends, the medicine makes, and gives 
Is there a variance? enter but his door, 
Balk'd are the Courts, and conteft is no more. 
Defpairing Quacks with curies fled the place. 
And vile Attorneys, now an ufelefs race. 

B. Thrice happy man ! enabled to purfuc 
What all fo wifh, but want the power to do ! 
Oh fay, what fums that generous hand fupply ? 
What mines to fwell that boundlefs charity ? 

P. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Chi! 
clear. 
This man pofTeft-^five hundred pounds a-year. 

Bi 
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Blufh^ Grandeur> blufli ! proud Courts, withdraw your 
blaze! 

Yc little Stars ! hide your diminifh'd rays. 
B. And what ? no monument, infcription, ftone? 

His race, his form, his name almoft unknown ? 
P. Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 

Will never mark the marble with his Name : 

Go, fearch it there, where to be born and die. 

Of rich and poor makes all the hiftoiy ; 

Enough, that Virtue fillM the fpace between ; 

ProvM by the ends of being, to have been. 290 

When Hopkins dies, a thoufand lights attend 

The wretch, who living favM a candle's end 5 

Shouldering God's altar a vile image ftands. 

Belies his features, nay extends his hands ; 

That live-long wig, which Gorgon's felf might own, 

Eternal buckle takos in Parian (lone. 

Behold what bleflings Wealth to life can lend ! 

And fee, what comfort it affords our end. 

In die worft inn's worft room, with mat half-hung. 

The floors of plainer, and the walls of dung, 300 

On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with ftraw. 

With tape-ty'd curtains, never meant to draw. 



The 



VARIATION. 

Ver. 287. Thus in the MS. 
The Regifter inrolls him with his Poor, 
iTcUs he was born, and dy'd, and tells no more. 
]uft as he ought, he fill'd the Space between j 

. Then ftole to reft unheeded and unfeen. 
Vol. IL K 
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The George and Garter dangling from that bed 

Whi^re tawdry yellow ftrove with dirty red. 

Great Villers lied-— alas I how changed from hiai> 

'Skat life of Pleafure, and that foul of whim ! 

Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove. 

The bower of wanton Shrewibuiy and Love ; 

Or juft as gay, at Council, in a ring 

Of mimickM Statefmen, and their merry King* 

No Wit to flatter, left of all his ftore ! 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 

There, viftor of his health, of fortune, friends. 

And Fame ; this lord of uielefs thoufands ends. 

His Grace's fate fage Cutler could forefee. 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, " Live like n 
As well his Grace reply M, "•Like you. Sir John } 
*« That I can do, when all I have is gone." 
Refolve me, Reafon, which of thefe are worfe. 
Want with a full, or with an empty prnie ? 
Thy life more wretched. Cutler, was confefsM, 
Arife, and tell me, was thy death more blefsM i 
Cutler faw tenants break, and houfes fall. 
For very want j he could not build a wail* 
His only daughter in a ftranger's power^ 
For very want 5 he could not pay a dower. 
A few gi-ay hairs his reverend temples crown'd, 
'Twas very want that fold them for two pound. 
What ! even deny'd a cordial at his end, 
BaniihM the Doflor, and expeird the friend ? 
What but a want, which you perhaps think madp 
Yet numbers feel, ^ want of what he had I 

O 
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Cutler and Brutnt, dyiog, both excl&iniy 

M Virtue ! and Wealth 1 what are ye but a name I*^ 

Say, for fuch worth are other worlds prepar*d<? 3^ 
Or are they both, in this, their own reward ? 
A knotty point ! to which we now proceed. 
But you are tir'd— I'll tell a tale— B. Agreed. 

P. Where London's column, pointing at the ikies 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies ; 3^ 

There dwelt a Citizen of fober fame, 
A plain good man, and Balaam was his name) 
Religious, pun^al, frugal, and fo forth ; 
His word would pafs for more than he was worth. 
One folid di(h his week-day meal affords, 34.5 

An added pudding folemnizM the Lord*s : 
Conftant at Church, and Change ; his gains were fure. 
His givings rare, fave farthings to the poor. 

The Devil was piquM fuch faintfhip to b^old, 
And longM to tempt him, like good Job of old : 3 50 
But Satan now is wifer dian of yore, 
; And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

RouzM by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds fweep 
The furgty and plunge his Father in the deep ) 
Then full againft his Comifli lands they roar, 355 

And two rich (hipwrecks bicfs the lucky ihore. 

Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 
He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes : 

« Live 

VARIATION^ 

Ver. 337. In the former Editions, 
That knotty point, my Lord, (hall I diCcvx^^ 
Or tell a taJe?— A Tale~It foUow % tk^i 
K % 
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*< Live like yourfelf," was foon my Lady^s word ; 
And io I two puddings fmoak*d upoa the board. )( 
. Afleep and naked as an Indiaa lay,. 
Ai honeft faftor ftole a Gem away : 
He pledgM it to the knight, the knight had wity 
So kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit. 
Some fcruple rofe, but thus he eas*d his thought, 3< 
'* lil now give fixpence where I gave a groat j 
" Where once I went to church, I'll now go twice— 
" And am fo clear too of all other vice," 

The Tempter faw his time ; ihe work he ply'd $ 
Stocks and Subfcriptions pour on every fide, ». 

Till all the Dsemon makes his full defcent 
In one abundant fhower of Cent per Cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and pofTefTet whole. 
Then dubs Dire£lor, and fecures his foul- 
Behold- Sir Balaam now a man of fpirit, jj 
Afcribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 
What late he call'd a Blefling, now was Wit, 
And God*s. good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn : 
His Compting-houfe employed the Sunday-mom : jl 
Seldom at Church, ('twas fuch a bufy life) 
But duly fent his family and wife. 
There (fo the Devil ordainM) one Chriftmas^tide 
My good old Lady catch'd a cold, and dyM. 

A Nymph of Quality admues our Knight j 3J 

He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull Cits, atid Joins (to pleafe the Fair) 
The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : 

Fiii 
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Firfty for his Son a gay Commiffion buys, 

Who drinks') whores, fights, and in a duel dies : 390 

His Daughter flaunts a Vifcount's tawdry wife ; 

She bears a Coronet and P— jc for life. 

In Britain^s Senate he a feat obtains, 

And one more Penfioner St. Stephen gains. 

My Lady falls to play : fo bad her chance, 395 

He miift repair itj taices a bribe from Francei 

The Houfe impeach him, Coningfby harangues^ 

The Court forfake.him, and Sir Balaam hangs ; 

Wife, fon, and daughter, Satan ! are thy own. 

His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown : 4.00 

The Devil and the King divide the prize. 

And fad Sir Balaam curfes Gpd and dies« 
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EPISTLE IV. 

THE extremes of Avarice and Profuiion being trea 
of in the foregoing Epiftle ; tliis takes up one parti 
lar branch of the latter, the Vanity of Expence 
people of wealth and quality; and is therefore a 
rollary to the preceding, juft as the epiftle on the C 
>rafters of Women is to that of the Knowledge \ 
. Characters of Men. It is equally remai'kable for 
aClnefs of n^iethod with the reft. But the nature of 
fubjeft, which is lefs phiTofophicaJ, makes it capa 
of being analyzed in a much narrower compafs. 

?'T* IS ftrange, the Mifer fliould his Cares employ 

■*- To gain thofe riches he can ne'er enjoy ; 
Is it lefs ftrange, the Prodigal fhould wafte 
His wealth, to purchafe what he ne'er can tafte ? 
Not for himfelf he fees, or hears, or eats ; 
Artifts muft chufe his Piftures, Mufic, Meats x 
He buys for Tophara Drawings and Defigns ; 
For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coins j 
Rare monkifh Manufcripts for Hearne alone, 
And Books for Mead, and Butterflies for Sloane. 
Think we all thefe are for himfelf? no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas ! or finer Whore. 

For what has ViiTo painted, built, and planted ? 
Only to Ihew, how many taftes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Vifto's ill -got wealth to wafte ? 
Some Daemon whifper'd, " Viito ! have a Tafte." 

Hea^ 
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Heaven viiits with a Tafte the wealthy Fool, 

And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule. 

See ! fportive Fate, to punifh aukward pride. 

Bids Bubo build, and fends him fuch a Guide : ao 

A ftanding fcrmon, at each yeai's expence. 

That never Coxcomb reachM magnificence ! 

You /how us, Rome was glorious, not profufe. 
And pompous buildings once were tilings of Ufe. 
Yet (hall (my Loixi) your juft, your noble ralcf 45 
Fill half the land witli imitating Fools 5 
Who random drawings from your fhcets (hall take. 
And of one beauty many blunders make ; 
Load fomc vain Chuixh witli old Theatric ftatc, 
Tiim Arts of triumph to a Garden -gate ; 30 

Ke?erfe your ornaments, and hang them all 
On fome patched dog-hole ek'd with ends of wall ; 
Then clap four dices of Pilafter on't. 
That, lacM with bits of ruilic, makes a Front. 
Shall call the winds thiough long arcades to roar, 35 
Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door 5 
'Onfcious they a£l a true Palladian part, 
W if they ftarve, they flarve by i-ules of art. 
Oft have you hinted to your brother Peer, 
certain truth, which many buy too dear ; 40 

Some- 

VARIATION. 

*r ver. 22. in the MS. 

uft Bifliops, Lawyers, Statefmen, have the fkill 
> build, to plant, judge paintings, what you will ? 
en why not Kent as well our treaties draw, 
dgman explain the Gofpel, Gibbs the la:^ \ 
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Something there is more needful dian £xpence» 
And fomething previous ev^n to Tafte-— *tis Sei 
Oopd Senfe, which only is the gift of Heave&y 
And, though no Science, fairly worth the ierei 
A Light, which in yourfelf you muft perceive j 
Jones and Le N6tre have it not to give. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend* 
To rear the Column, or the arch to bend. 
To fwell the Terras, or to iink the Grot \ 
In all, let Nature never be forgot. 
But treat the Goddefs like a modeft faiff 
Nor over-drefs, nor leave her wholly bare} 
Let not each beauty every where be fpy*d. 
Where half the /kill is decently to hide. 
He gains all points, who pleailngly confounds, 
Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds. 

Confult the Genius of the Place in all j 
That tells the Waters or to rife, or fall ; 
€lr helps th* ambitious Hill the heavens to fctle 
Or fcoops in circling theatres the Vale; 
Calls-in the country, catches opening glades. 
Joins willing wopds, and varies fhades from fh; 
Now breaks, or now dire6ls tV intending Linei 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, defigns 

Stin follow Senfe, of every Art the Soul, 
Parts anfwering parts fhall Aide into a whole. 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance. 
Start evhi firom Difficulty, ftrike from Chance j 
Nature (hall join you; Time ihall make it gro' 
A Work to wQikler at— perhaps a Stow. 
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out it, proud Verfailles ! thy glory fidiltt 

ro*8 Terraces defert their walls s 

: Parterres a thoufand hands (hall make, 

bham comes, and floats them with a Lake t 

vide views through mountains to the Plain, 75 

vifh your hill or flielter^d feat again. 

an ornament its place remark, 

m Hermitage iet Dr. Clarke. 

Villario's ten years toil complete $ 

ncunx darkens, his Efpoliers meet ; 9m 

od fupports the Plain, the parts unite, 

mgth of Shade contends with ftrength of Light } 

ig Glow ^e bloomy beds difplay, 

T in bright diveriities of day, 

ver-quivenng rills marander'd o>r— %$ 

lem, you ! Viliario can no more $ 

' the fcene Parterres and Fountains yield. 

; at laft he better likes a Field. 

gh his young Woods howpleas'd Sabimis ftray^d, 

delighted ia the thickening fliadc, 9» 

mual joy the reddening (hoots to greet, 

le ftretching branches long to meet I 

'a fine TaAe ai) opener Vi(hi loves, 

he Dryads of his Father's groves 5 

mdiefe Green, or flouri(h'd Caipet views, 95 

I the mouraful family of Yews : 

iving plants ignoble broomfticks made, 

eep tho(b Alleys they were bora to (hade. 

imon's Villa let us pafs a day, 

illciy o«t, << WhfttXums tie thrown away!'* 
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So proud) fo grand ; of that ftupendous air. 
Soft and Agreeable come never there. 
Greatnefs, with Timon, dwells in fuch a draught 
As brings all Brobdingnag before your thought. 
To compaTs this, his Building is a Town, 
His pond an Ocean, his parterre a Down : 
Who but muft laugh, the Matter vrhen he feesy 
A puny infeft, fhivering at a breeze '. 
Lo, what huge heaps of littlenefs around ! 
The whole, a labour'd Quarry above ground. 
Two Cupids fquirt before : a Lake behind 
Improves the keenncfs of the Northern wind. 
His Gai'dens next your admiration call. 
On every fide you look, behold the Will I 
No pleafmg Intricacies intervene, . . . 
No artful Wildnefs to pei-plex the fcene; 
Grove j;iods at grove, each Alley has a brother^ 
And half the platform juft reflets the other. 
The fuffering eye inverted Nature feet. 
Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees } 
With herp a Fountain, never to be play*d $ 
And there a Sununer-houfe that knows no ihadej 
Here Amphitrite fails through myrtle bowers $ 
There Gladiators fight, or die in flowers j 
Unwater'd fee the drooping fea-horfe moum» 
And fwallows rooft in Nilus' dufty Urn. 
My Lord advances with majeftic mien, 
Smit with the mighty pleafure to be feen a 
But foft— by regular approach— not yet— 
Firft through the length of yon hot TeiTace fveal 
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And when up ten fteep flopcs you've di agg'd your thighs, 
Juft ajt his Study-door he*ll blefs your eyes. 

His Study ! with what Authors is it ftor'd ? 
In Books^ not Authors, curious is my Lord ; 
To all their dated backs he turns you round ; 135 

Thefe Aldus printed, thofe Du Sueil has bound. 
Lo, fome are Vellom, and the reft as good 
For all his Lordfliip knows, but they are Wood. 
For Locke or Milton, *tis in vain to look, 
Thefe (helves admit not any modem book. 140 

And now the Chapel's filver bell you hear. 
That fummons you to all the Pride of Prayer : 
Light quirks of Mufic> broken and uneven. 
Make the foul dance upon a )ig to Heaven. 
On painted Cielings you devoutly dare, 14.5 

Where fprawlthe Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fau' expanHon lie. 
And bring all Paradife before your eye. 
To reft, the Cufhion and foft Dean invite, 
Who never mentions Hell to ears polite. i ^o 

But hark ! the chiming Clocks to dinner call ; 
A hundred footfteps fcrape the marble Hall : 
The rich Buffet wcll-colourM Serpents grace. 
And gaping Tritons fpew to wafh your face. 
h this a dinner ? this a genial room ? 155 

No, 'tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 
A folcmn Sacrifice perform 'd in ftate, 
You drink by meafure, and to minutes eat. 
So quick retires each flying courfe, you'd fwear 
Echo's dread Do^or and his Wand were there. 160 
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Between each A€k the ti!emblliig falrers ring. 

From foup to fweet>wine, and God blefs the King'. 

In plenty ftarving, tantalizM in ftate^ 

And complaifantly help*d to all I hate. 

Treated, carefsM, and tirM, I take my leave^ x6j 

Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve j 

I curfe fuch lavifh coft, and little ikill. 

And fwear no day was ever paft fo ill. 

Yet hence the Poor are cloathM, the Hungry fed } 
Health to himfelf, and to his infants bread, tj^ 

The Labourer bears : What his hard Heart deniet5 
His charitable Vanity fupplies. 

Another age ihall fee the golden Ear 
Imbrown the Slope, and nod on the Parterre, 
Deep Harveft buiy all his pride has planned, 175 

And laughing Ceres reafTume the land. 

Who then fhall grace, or who improve the Soil ? 
Who plants like Bathurft, or who builds like Boyle. 
'Tis Ufe alone that fanftifies Expencc, 
And Splendor borrows all her rays from Senfe. jto 

His Father's Acres who enjoys in peace. 
Or makes his Neigbours glad, if he increafe z 
Whofe chearful Tenants blefs their yearly toil. 
Yet to their Lord owe more than to the foil j 
Whofe ample Lawns are not afliam'd to feed 185 

The milky heifer and deferving fteed j 
Whofe rifing forefts, not for pride or fliow, 
But future Buildings, future Navies, grow : 
Let his plantations fh*etch from down to down, 
Firft Oiadt a Country, and then raife a Town. 1 99 

Yo« 
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You too proceed 1 make falling Arts your care, 
"ErcR new wodders, and the old repair ; 
Jones and Palladio to themfelves reftore. 
And be whate^r Vitruvius waa before t 
Till Kings call forth th* Ideas of your mind, 195 

(Proud to accomplilh what fuch hands defignM) 
Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend. 
Bid TempleSi worthier of the God, afcend ; 
Bid die broad Arch the dangerous flood contain. 
The Mole projected break the roaring Main ; %o^ 

Back to hii bounds their fybje^ fea command. 
And roll obedient Rivers through the Land ; 
Thefe Honours, Peace to Happy Britain brings. 
Theft are Imperial Works» and worthy Kings. 
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MORAL ESSAY 

EPISTLE V. 

TO MR. ADDISON, 

Occafioned by his Dialogues on M&dal 

THIS was originally written in the year 1715, 
Mr. Addifon intended to publifh his book of M 
it was fome time before he was Secretary of 
but not publiftied till Mr. Tickell's Edition 
works; at which time the verf^s on Mr. C 
which conclude the poem, wei-e .added, viz. in 
As the third Epiftle treated of the extremes of 
rice and Profufion ; and the four A took up on( 
ticular branch of the latter, namely, the Vai 
Expence in people of wealth and quality, an 
therefore a corollary to the third ; fo this treats < 
circumftance of that Vanity, as it appears in the 
mon colle6lors of old coins : and is, dierefore, 
roUary to the fourth. 

Q E E the wild Wafte of all -devouring years ! 
^ How Rome her own fad fepulchre appears. 
With nodding arches broken temples fpread ! 
The very Tombs now vanifti'd like their (Jead j 
Imperial wonders rais'd on Nations fpoil'd. 
Where mix'd with Slaves the groaning Martyr to 
Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Woods, 
Now drained a diftant country of her Floods i 
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Panes, which admiring Gods with pride furvey. 
Statues of Men,' fcarce lefs alive than they ! lo 

Some felt the filent llroke of mouldering age. 
Some hoftile fury, fome religious i-age. 
Barbarian blindnefs, Chriftian zeal confpire. 
And Papal ^iety, and Gothic fire. 
Perhaps, by its own ruins fav*d from flame. ' 1 5 

. Some bu|yM marble half preferves a name ; 
That Name the LeaniM with fierce difputes purfue, 
And give to Titus old Vefpafian's due. 

Ambition figh'd : (he found it vain to truft 
The faithlefs Column and the cinimbling Buft : 20 

Huge moles, whofe fhadow ftretch'd from fhore to fhore. 
Their ruins perifh'd, and their place no more ! 
C^nvrnc'd, (he now contrafts.her vaft defign. 
And all lier Triuniphs fhrink into a Coin. 
A narrow orb each crouded conqueft keeps, 25 

Beneath her Palm here fad Judea weeps. 
Now fcantier limits the proud Arch confine. 
And fcarce are feen the proftrate Nile or Rhine ; 
A fmall Euphrates through the piece is rolPd, 
And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 30 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame. 
Through climes and ages bears each form and name ; 
In one (hort view fubje6led to our eye 
Gods', Emperors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 
With fharpenM fight pale Antiquaries pore, 35 

Th' infcription value, but the rult adore. 
This the blue varnifti, that the green endears, 
The facred ruft of twice ten hundred years 1 

Vol. II. L To 
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To gain Pefcennius one employs his Schemes,. 
One grafps a Cecrops in extatic dreams^ 40 

Poor Vadius, long with learned fpleen devoured, 
Gan tafte no pleafure fmce his Shield was fcom-'d : 
And Curio, reftlefs by the Fair-one's fide. 
Sighs for an Otho, and neglc6i:s his bride. « » 

Their's is the Vanity, the Learning thine : * 4,5. 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome'^s glories fliine : 
Her Gods and godlike Heroes rife to view, * 
And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 
Nor blufli, thefe ftudies they regard engage j 
Thefe pleasM- the fathers of poetic rage ; 50 

The verfe and fculpture bore an equal part. 
And Art refleftcd images to Art, 

Oh, when fhall Britain, confcious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek, and Roman fame ? . 
In living medals fee her wars enroird, 5^ 

And vancfuifhM realms fupply recording gold ? 
Here, rifing bold, the Patriot's honeft face ; 

There, Warriors frowning in hiftoric brafs : 

Then future ages with delight fliall fee 

How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree j 60 

Or in fair feries laurel'd Bards be fhown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addifon. 

Then Ihall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 

On the cafl: ore, another Pollio, fliine ; 

With afpe^l open ftiall ere6l his head, 65 

And round the orb in lading notes be read, 

** Statcfman, yet friend to Truth ! of foul (incere, 

'< In a^lion faithful, and in honour clears 

"Who 
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*^ Who broke no promife, ferved no private end, 

*« Who ^ain'd no title, and who loft no friend j 70 

<« Ennobled ^y himielf, by air approved, 

" And^is'd, unenvy'd, by the Mufe lie lov'd." 
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EPISTLE TO Dr. ARBUTHNOT 

BEINGTHE 

PROLOdUE 

T O T H E . * " ' 

S A T I R * E S. ^ 



ADVERTISEMENT 
TO 

The firft Publication of this Epiftle. 

'Tp His paper is a fort, of bill of complaint/ beg 
•■• many years fince, and drawn up by fnatches, 
the feveral occafions offered. I had no thoughts 
publifliing it, till it pteafed fome perfons of Rank : 
Fortune [the Authors of Verfcs to tHe Imitator of I 
race, and of an Epiftle to a Do6lor of Divinity froi 
Nobleman at Hampton-Court] to attack, in a i; 
extraordinary manner, not only my Writings 
which, being public, the Publick is judge) but myF 
fon. Morals, and Family, whereof, to thofe 'X 
know me not, a truer information may be requii 
Being divided between the neceffity to .fay fometh 
of myfelf, and my own lazinefs to undertake fo ai 
ward a tafk, I thought it the fliorteft way to put 
laft hand to this Epiftle. Jf it liave any thing pleaii 
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it will be that by M^icb I am moft defirous to pleafc, 
the Truth and the Sentiment; and if any thing offen- 
five, it will be only to thofe I am leaft forry to offend, 
the vicious or the ungenerous. 

Many will know their own pi£lures in it, there 
being hot a circumftance but what is ti-ue : but I have, 
for tbe moft part, fpared their Names ; and they may 
efcape being laughed at, if they pleafe. 

I would have fome of them know, it was owing to 
the i-equeft of the learned and candid Friend to whom 
it is infcribed, that I make not as free Ufe of theirs as 
they have done of mine. However, I ihall have this 
advantage, and honour, on my fide, that whereas, by 
their proceeding, any abufe may be directed at any 
man, nb injury can poflibly be done by mine, fmce a 
namelefs Chara^er can never be found out, but by its 
truth and likenefs. 



P. OHUT, (hut the door, good John ! fatigued I faid, 

*^ Tye up the knocker, fay I'm fick, I'm dead. 
The Dog-ftar rages ! nay, 'tis paft a doubt. 
All Bedlam, or Pamaffus, is let out : 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 5 

They rave, reqite, and madden round the land. 

What walls ean guard me, or what fhades can hide ? 
THey pierce my thickets, through my Grot they glide. 
By land, by water, they renew the charge^ 
They ftop the chariot, and they board the barge. 10 
No place is facred, not the Church is free, 
Ev'n Sunday fliines no Sabbath-d^iy lo mt *^ 
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Then from the Mint walks forA the man of rh}rme> 
Happy ! to catch me, jiift at Dinner-time. , 

Is there a Parfon, much bemusM in beer, 15 

A maudlin Poetefs, a rhyming Pcer^ 
A Clerk, foredoom'd his father's foul to croft. 
Who pens a Stanza, when he fhould engrofs ? 
Is there, who, lockM from ink and paper, fcrawls . ' 
With defperate charcoal round hh darkened walls ? 20 
All fly to Twit' nam, and in humble ftrain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whofe giddy fon neglefls the Laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn'd woi'ks the caufe : 
Poor Coraus fees his frantic wife elope, " • 25 

And curfes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my Life ! (which^did not you pi'olong, 
The world had wanted many an idle fong) 
What Drop or Nofti-um can this plague remove? 
Or which muft end me, a Fool's wrath or love ? 30 
A dire dilemma ! either way I'm fpod j 
If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead, 
Seiz'd and ty'd down to judge, how wretched I I 
Who can't be filent, and who will not lie : 

To 

VARIATIONS. 

After vcr. 20. in the MS. *' 

Is there a Bard in durance ? timi them free. 
With all their brandifh'd reams they run to me : 
Is there a 'Prentice, having I'een two plays, 
Who would do fomething in his Serapftrefs' praire— 

Ver. 29. in the ift Ed. 

Dear Dc£lor, tell me, is not this a curfe ? 
Say, is their anger, or .their friendfliip worfe ? 
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To laugh, were want of goodnefs and of grace, 3 5 

And to be grave, exceeds all Power of face, 

I fit with fad civility, I read 

With honeft anguifh, and an aching hcr.d5 

And drop at lail, but in unwilling ears. 

This laving counfel, " Keep your piece nine years." 40 

Nine years ! cries he, who high in Drury-hnc, 
Luird by foft Zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Tenn ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger, and requeft of friends : 
** The piece, you think, is inconefl ? why take it, 45 
** Tm all fubmiflion, what you'd have it, make it." 

Three things another's modeft wiflies bound. 
My Friendfhip, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon fends to me : " You know his Grace : 
" I want a Patron ; aik him for a Place." 50 

Pitholeon libel'd me—" but here's a letter 
*' Informs you, Sir, 'twas when he knew no better. 
*' Dare you refufe him ? Curll invites to dine, 
" He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine." 

Blefs Yne ! a packet. — " 'Tis a'fti-anger fues, 55 

** A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Mufe." 
If I diflike it, " Furies, death and rage !" 
If I approve,*" Commend it to the Stage." 



Tliere 



, VARIATION. 

Vet. 53- in the MS. 

If you refufe, he goes, as fates incline, 
• To plague Sir Robert, or to turn Divine. 

L4 
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There (thank my ftars) my whole commiflion ends. 

The players and I ai-e, luckily, no friends. 6 

Fir'd that the houfe rejeft him, " 'Sdeajth 1*11 print it, 

** And fharae the fools —Your intereft. Sir, with Lintot. 

Lintot, dull rogue ! will think your price too much : 

*' Not, Sir, if you revife it, and retouch." 

All my demurs but double his attacks : 6 

At laft he whifpers, " Do j and we go fnacks." 

Glad of a quarrel, (brait I clap the door, 

** Sir, let me fee your works and you no more." 

'Tis fung, when Midas' ears began to fpring, 
(Midas, a facred perfon and a King) 7 

His very Minifter, who fpy'd them firft, 
(Some fay his Queen) was forced to fpeak, or biuft. 
And is not mine, my friend, a forer cafe. 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 
A. Good friend, forbear ! you deal in danga'ous things^ 
I'd never name Queens, Minifters, or Kings 5 
Keep clofe to Ears, and thofe let affes prick, 
'Tis nothing*-?. Nothing ? if they bite and kick ? 
Out with it, Dunciad! let the fecret pafs, 
That fecret to each fool, that he's an Afs : 8< 

The truth once told (and wherefore (hould we lie ?) 
The Queen of Midas flept, and fo may I. . 

You think this cruel ? Take it for a rule. 
No creature fmaits fo little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! round thee break, 8j 
Thou unconcern'd canft hear the mighty crack : 

Pit, 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 60. in the former Ed. 
Cibbcr and I are luckily no friends. 
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Pit, box, aad gallery, in convulfions hurl'd. 

Thou ftand*ft unihook ainidft a burfting world. 

Who (hames a Scribler ? Break one cobweb through, 

He fpins the flight, felf-pleafing thread anew : 90 

Deftroy his fib or fophiftry, in vain. 

The creature *s at his dirty work again, 

Thron'd on the centre of his thin defigns. 

Proud of a vaft extent of flimzy lines ! 

Whom Have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95 

Loft the arch'd eyebrow, or Pamaflian fneer ? 

And has not Colly ftill his lord, and whore ? 

His butchers Henley, his free-mafons Moor ? 

Does not one table Bavius ftill admit ? 

Still to one Bifliop Philips feem a wit ? lod 

Still Sappho — A. Hold ; for God's fake— you'll offend. 

No names — be calm — learn prudence of a friend i 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall j 

But foes like thefe— P. One Flatterer's worfe than all. 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 105 

I It is the flaver kills, and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 
■ Alas ! 'tis ten times worfe when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic profe, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : no 

One from all Grubftreet will my fame defend. 
And, more abufive, calls himfeif my friend. 

This 

VARIATION. 

Ver. In. in the MS. 
For fong, for filence fome expeft a bribe : 
And others roar aloud, «< Subfcribe, fubfcribe !*• 

Time, 
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This prints my Letters, that expefts a bribe. 
And others roar aloud, " Subfcribe, fubfcribe 1" 

Thei-e are, who to my perfon pay their court : i 
1 -cough like Horace, and, though lean, am ihort. 
Ammon's great fon one fhoulder had too high. 
Such Ovid's nofe, and, "Sir! youhave anEyel^- 
Go on, obliging creatures, make mc fee 
All that difgracM my Betters, met in me. i 

6ay for my comfort, languifhing in bed, 
*' Juft fo immortal,Maro held his head 5" 
And when I die, be fure you let me know 
•Great Homer dy'd three thoufand years ago. 

Why did I write ? what fm to me unknowh 1 
Dipt me in ink, my parents', or my own ? 
A« yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame^ 
I lifpM in numbers, for the numbers came. 
I left no calling for this idle trade. 
No duty broke, no father difobey'd: ij 

Tl 

VARIATIONS. 

Time, praife, or money, is the leaft-they crave; 
Yet each declares the other fool or knave. 

After ver. 124. in the MS. 

But, friend, this fhape, which You and Curll ».admin 
Came not from Ammon's fen, but from my Sire * 
And for my head, if you'll the truth excule, 
I had it from my Mother c, not the Mufe. 
Happy, if he, in whom thefc frailties joinM, 
Had hcir'd as well the virtues of the mind. 

* Curll fet up his head for a (ign. 

k His Father was crooked. 

« His Mother was much aiHi6led with hcadaclis. 
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r but fcnF'd to cafe fomc friend, not Wife, 
le through this long difeafe, my Life, 
, Arbiithnot ! thy Art and Care, 
, the Being you prefenrM to bear. 
jT then pubiifh ? Granville*the polite, 135 
'ing Walih, would tell me I could wi*ite $ 
rM Garth inflamM with early praife, 
;reve lov'd, and Swift cndur'd my lays | 
y Talbot, Someis, Sheffield read> 
:d Rochefter would nod the head, 146 

>hn^s felf (great Dryden's friends before) 
arms received one Poet more, 
ftudies, when by thefe approv'd ! 
eir Author, when by thefe belov'd I 
the world will judge of men and books, 145 
:he Bumets, Oldmixons, and Cooks, 
e my numbei-s : who could take offence 
I Defcription held the place of Senfe ? 
J Fanny's was my flowery theme> 
miftrefs, or a purling ftream. 15a 

d Gildon draw his venal quill 5 
eman a dinner, and fate ftill. 
d Dennis rave in furious fret j 
wer'd, I was not in debt. 
►vokM, or madnefs made them print, 155 
war with Bedlam or the Mint. 
I more fober Critic come abroad 5 
I fmil'd } if right, I kifs'd the rod. 
ing, ftudy, are their juft pretence^ 
:^ want is fpirit, tafte, and itnk*^ i6# 

Commas 
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Commas and points they fet exaftly right, 
And 'twere a fm to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne''er one fprig of laurel graced thefe ribalds. 
From flafhing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds : 
Each wight, who reads not, and but fcans and fpeUi 
Each Word -catcher, that lives on fyllables, 
Ev'n fuch fmall Critics feme regard may claims 
PrefeiVd in Milton's or in Shakefpeare't name. 
Pretty ! in amber to gbfcrve the forms 
Of hairs, or ftraws, or dirt, or gmbs, or worms ! 
The things we know are neither rich nor rare. 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry : I excused them too 5 
Well might they rage, I gave them but tbeir due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find ; 
But each man's fecret flandard in his mind. 
That Cafting-weight pride adds to emptinefs. 
This, who can gratify ? for who can gucfs^ 
The Bard whom pilfer'd Paftorals renown. 
Who turns a Perfian talc for half a crown, 
Juft writes to make his barrennefs appear. 
And fti-ains from hard-bound brains, eight lines a yc 
He, who, ftill wanting, though he lives on theft. 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left : 
And He, who, now to fenfe, now nonfenfe leaning. 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning : 
And He, whofe fuftian's fo fublimely bad. 
It is not poetry, but profe iiin mad : 
All thefe, my modeft Satire bad tranflate. 
And own'd that nine fuch Poets made a Taft. 

h 
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How did they fume, and damp, and roar, and chafe ! 
And fwear, not Addifon himfelf was fafe. 

Peace to all fuch I but were there one whofe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame infpires j 
Bleft with each talent and each art to pleafe, 195 

And bom to wVite, conyerfe, and live with eafe r 
Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone. 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with fcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts that caus'd himfelf to rife j 2o« 

Damn with faint praife, aflent with civil leer. 
And, witheut fneering, teach the reft to Iheer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ftrike, 
Juft hint a fault, and hefitate dillike ; 
Alike referv'd to blame, or to commend, 205 

A timorous foe, and a fufpicious friend ; 
Dreading ev'n fools, by Flatterers bef.eg'd. 
And fo obliging, that he ne'er obligM } 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws. 
And fit attentive to his own applaufe ; 210 

While Wits and Templars every fcntence raife. 
And wonder with a foolifh face of praife — 
Who but muft laugh, if fucTi a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ! 

What 

VARIATION. 

After ver.' 208. in the MS. 

Who, if two Wits on rival themes conteft, 
Approves of each, but likes the worft the beft. 

Alluding to Mr. Pope's andTickell's Tranllation cf th« 
firft Book of the Iliad. 
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What though my name rtood rubric on the walls. 
Or plaifter'd poils, with claps, in capitals ? 
Or fmoaking forth, a hundred hawJccrs load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 
I fought jfio homage from the race that writer 
l^Eept, like Afian Monarchs, from theii fight : 
Poems I heeded (now berbym'd fo long) 
No more than thou, great George ! a birthday fongi 
I ne'er with wits or witlings pafs'd my days, 
To fpread about the itch of verfe and praife $ 
Nor, like a puppy, daggled through the town. 
To fetch and cai-ry fing-fong up and down } 
Nor at Rehearfals fweat, and mouth'd, and cry'd. 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide j 
3ut, fick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 
To Bufo left the whole Caftalian ftate. 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, . 
Sate full-blown Bufo^ pufF'd by cveiy qtrill 5 
Fed with foft Dedication all day long, 
Horace and he went hand and hand in fong. 
His Library (where buRs of Poets dead 
And a true Pindar flood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiftiftguifli'd race. 
Who firft his judgment afk'd, and then a place : 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his feat. 
And flattered every day, and fome days eat j 

• 1 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 234. in the MS. 

To Bards recjting he vouchfaf 'd a nod. 
And fnufF'd their incenfe like a gracious god. 
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i^, grown more frugal in his riper days, 

e paid fome bards with port, and feme with praifc, 

o fbme a dry rchearfal was aflJgnM, 

nd others (haider ill II) he paid in kind. 

ryden alone (what wonder ?) came not nigh, 145 

ryden alone efcapM this judging eye : 

It ftill the Great have kindnefs in refei-ve, 

; help'd to bury whom he help'd to ftarve. 

May fome choice patron blefs each grey goofc 

quill ! 
ay every Bavius ha^ his Bufo ftill I 250 

when a Statefman wants a day's defence, 

• Envy holds a whole week's war with Senfe, 

• fimJJle pride for flattery makes demands, 

ay dunce by dunce be whittled off my hands ! 

eft be the Great ! for thofe they take away, 255 

id thofe they left me 5 for they left me Gay : 

ft me to fee ncgle£led Genius bloom, 

glefted die, and tell it on his tomb : 

■ all thy blamelefs life the fole return 

y Verfe, and Queenfberry weeping o'er thy uTn ! 269 

Oh let me live my own, and die fo too ! 

;*o live and die is ^11 1 have to do :) 

aintain a Poet's dignity and eafe, 

nd fee what friends,, and read what books I pleafe: 

bove a Patron, though I. condefcend . 265 

metimes'to call a Minifter my friend. 

ff^s not born for Courts or "great affairs : 

jay my debts, believe, and fay my prayers 5 

Caa- 
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Can fleep without a Poem in my head, * ' 

Nor know, if Dehnis be alive or dead. 270 

Why am I afk'd what next fliall fee the light ? 
Heavens ! was I born for nothing but to write ? 
Has Life no joys for me ? or (to be grave) 
Have I no friend to ferve, no foul to fave ? 
•' I found him clofe with Swift — Indeed ? no doubt 
" (Cries prating Balbus) fomething will come out." 
'Tis all in vain, deny it as I will. 
** No, fuch a Genius never can lie ftill }'' 
And then for mine obligingly miftakes 
The firft Lampoon Sir Will or Bubo makes. " '28c 
Poor guiltlefs I ! and can I chufe but fmile, ^ 
When every Coxcomb knows me by my Style ? 

Curf 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 270. in the MS. " *■ 

Friendfhips from youth I fought, and feck them ftill 
Fame, like the wind, may breathe where'er it will. 
The world I knew, but made it not my fchool} 
And in a courfe of flattery liv'd no fool. 

After ver. 282. in the MS. 

P. What if I fing Auguftus, great and good ? 

A. You did fj lately, was it underftood ? • 

Be nice no more, but, with a mouth pcofound. 
As rumbling Dennis or a Nor/olk hound $ 
"With George and Frederic rouehen every verfc. 
Then fmooth up all, and Carohne rehearfe. 

P. No— the high tafk to lift up Kings to Gods, * 
Leave to Court fennons, and to oirth-day Odes. 
On themes like thcfe, fuperior far to thine. 
Let laurel'd Cibber and gieat Arnal fhinc. 

Whj 
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Curft be the Tfrfe, bow well foe^er it flow, 
Tbat tends to make otae worthy man my foe. 
Give Virtue fcandal. Innocence a fear> 285 

Or from the ibft-ey'd Virgin fteal a Tear f 
But he who hurts a harmlefs neighbo\ir*8 peace, 
Infults fall'n Worth, or Beauty in dillrers. 
Who loves a Lie, lame Slander helps about. 
Who writes a Libel, or who copies out t 290 

That Fop, whofe pride affefls a patron^s name. 
Yet abfent, wounds an author's honeft fame : 
Who can your merit felfifhly appHove, 
And fhow the fenfe of it without the love ; 
Who has the vanity to call you friend, 195 

Yet wants Ae honour, injur'd, to defend 5 
Who tells whatever you think, whatever you fay. 
And, if he lie not, muft at leaft betray: 
Who to the Dean and filver bell can fwcar. 
And feet at Cannons what was never there } 300 

Who reads, but with a lufl to mifapply, 
Mike Satire a Lampoon, and Pillion Lie, 
A hih like mine no honeft man fhall dread. 
But all fuch babbling blockheads in his ftead. 

Let Sporus tremble— A. What ? that thing of dlk, 
SponiSf ^t mere white curd of Afs's milk ? 
Sadre or (enfe, alas ! can Sporus feel ? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel I 

P. Yet 

VARIATION. 

Why write at all ?— A. Yes, filence if you keep, 
. The Town, the Court, the Wits, the Dunces weep* 

Vol. II. M 
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P. Yet lef me flap tliis bug with gilded wings,| 

This painted child of dirt, that fliiiJ|ps and iUngs i 31^ 

Whofe buzz the witty and the fair annoys. 

Yet wit ne'er taftes, and beauty ne'er enjoys ; 

So well-bred fpaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the game they dare not bitf(. . 

Eternal fmiles hia cmptinefs betray, 315 

i^s fliallow ftreams run dimpling all the way. 

Whether in florid impotence he fpeal^s, 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet fqueaks j 

Or at the eai* of Eve, familiar Toad, 

Half froth, half venom, fpits himielf abroad^ 3aa 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies. 

Or ipite, or fmut, or rii^mes, or blafphemies* 

His wit all fee-faw, between thai and this. 

Now high, now low, now mafter up# now mifs^ 

And he himfelf one vile Antithefis. 3a j^.] 

Amphibious thing ! that, acl;ing either part^ 

The trifling head ! or the corrupted heart. 

Fop at the toilet, flatterer at the boai'd^ 

Now trips a Lady, and now flruts a Lord* 

Eve's tempter thus the Rabbins have expreft, 33» 

A Cherub's face, a reptile all the refl* 

Beauty that ftioclfLS you, par^s that none will trutt^ 

Wit that can creep, and pride that.licks the djiift. 

Not Fortune's worftuger, UQr Fafl^qi^' s fipoit 
Not Lucre's madman,, nor Ambition's tool, 335 

Not proud, nor fervile j be one Poet's Praifi, 
That, if he pleas'd^he pleas'd.by manly waysi 

That 



I 
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That Flattery, even to Kings, he held a fliame. 

And thought a Lie in verfe or profe the fame. 

That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, 340 

But ftoopM to Truth, and moralized his fong t 

That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end. 

He ftood the furious foe, the timid friend. 

The damning critic, half- approving wit. 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit ; 34^ 

Laugh'd at the lofs of friends he never had. 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 

The diftant threats of vengeance on his head. 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never (hed ; 

The tale reviv'd, the Ue fo oft o'crthrown, 350 

Th' imputed traih, and dulnefs not his own ; 

The morals blacken'd when the writings 'fcape. 

The libePd perfon, and the piftur'd ihape ; 

Abufe, on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, fpread, 

A 6iend in exile, or a father dead ; ^SS 

The whifper, that, to greatnefs ftill too near. 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sovereign's- ear—* 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue ! all the paft : 

For thee, fair Virtue ! welcome ev'n the laft ! 

A. But why infult the poor, affront the gieat ? 360 
P* A knave*8 a knave, to me, in every ftatc ; 
Alike my fcom, if he fucceed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 
A hireling fcribler, or a hireling peer. 
Knight pf the poft corrupt, or of the fhire } 365 

If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 
He gain his Prince's ear, or lofe his own. 

M a Yet 
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fet foft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
^pho can tell you how this man was bit : 
ms dreaded Sat'rift Dennis will confefa 37 

oe to hi^ pride, but friend to his diftrefs : 
o humble, he has knocked at Tibbald^s door, 
ias drunk with Gibber, nay has rhymM for Moor« 
Full ten years ilander'd, did he once reply ? 
Three thoufand funs went down on Welftcd's lie. 37 
To pleafe a Miflrefs one afpersM his life ; 
He la(h'd him not, but let her be his wife : 
Let BudgcU charge low Giiibftreet on his quill. 
And write whatever he pleas'd, except his Will { 
Let the two Curlls of town and Court, abufe 38* 

His father, mother, body, foul, and mufe. 
Yet why ? that Father held it for a rule. 
It was a fm to call om* neighbour fool : 
That harmlefs Mother thought no wife a whore : 
Hear this, and fpare his family, James Moore ! 3 
Unfpotted names, and memorable long I 
If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part flied in Honour's caufe. 
While yet in Britain Honour had applaufe) 

VARIATION, 

Ver. 368. in the MS. 

Once, and but once, his heedlefs youth was bit 
And llk'd that dangerous thing, a female wit; 
Safe as he thought, though all the prudent chi 
He writ no Libels, but my Lady did : 
GreaL odds in amorous or poetic game. 
Where Woman's is the fin, and Man's the d 
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Each pamt fpning— A. What fortune, pray? -P. 
Their own, 390 

And better got, than Beftia^s from the throne. 
Bom to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 
Nor marrying Difcord in a noble wife. 
Stranger to civil and religious rage. 
The good man walked innoxious through his age. 395 
No Courts he faw, no fuits would ever try. 
Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lie. 
Unlearned, he knew no fchoolman's fubtile art. 
No language, but the language of the heart. 
By Nature honeft, by Experience wife, 400 

Healthy by temperance, and by exercife $ 

His life, though long, to ficknefs pad unknown. 

His death was inftant, and without a groan. 

grant me thus to live, and thus to die ! 

Who fprung from Kings fliall know lefs joy than I. 
O Friend ! may each domeftic blifs be thine I 

Be no unpleafing Melancholy mine 1 

Me, let the tender office long engage, 

I To rock the cradle of repofmg Age, 
With lenient arts extend a Mother^s breath, 410 

>• Make Languor fmile, and fmooth the bed of Death, 
^ Explore 

[ VARIATION. 

[ After ver. 405. in the MS, 

And of myfelf, too, fomething muft I fay ? 
Take then this verfe, the trifle of a day. 

' And if it live, it lives but to commend 

The man whofe heart has ne'er forgot a friend. 
Or head, an Author} Critic, yet polite , 
And friend tp Learning, )'ct too WiCe to >NV\Xt, 
M 3 
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Explore the thought, explain. the aOciiig eye. 

And keep a while one parent from the iky ! 

On cares like thefe if length of days attend^ 

May Heaven, to blefs thoie days, prefenre my fiiaidy 

PrefeiTe him focial, chearful, and ferene. 

And juft as rich as when he fervM a Q^n. 

A. Whether that blefTmg be denyM or given. 

Thus far was right, the reft belongs to Heaven. 
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Advertifement. 

THE occafion of publilhing thefe Imitations wa» 
the Clamour raifed on fome of my Epiftles. An 
Anfwer from Horace was both more full, and of more 
Dignity, than any I could have made in my own pcr- 
fon ; and the Example of much greater Freedom in fo 
eminent a Divine as Dr. Donne, ibemed a proof widi 
what indignation and contempt a Chriftian may treat 
Vice or Folly, in ever fo low, or ever fo high a Station. 
Both thefe Authors were acceptable to the Princes and 
Minifters under whom they lived. The Satires of Dr. 
Donne I verfified, at the defue of the Earl of Oxford 
while he was Lord Treafurer, and of the Duke of 
Shrew(bury, who had been Secretary of State : neither 
of whom looked upon a Satire on Vicious Courts as 
any Refleaion on thofe they ferved in. And indeed 
there is not in the world a greater error, than diat 
which Fools are fo apt to fall into, and Knaves with 
good reafon to encourage, the miftaking a Sadrift for 
a Libeller} whereas to a true Satirift nothing is fo 
odious as a Libeller, for the fame reafon as to a man 
truly viituous nothing is fo hateful as a Hypocrite. 

« Uni aequus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis.'* 
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WHOEVER expcas a Paraphrafc of Horace, or a 
faithful Copy of his genius, or manner of writing, in 
thefo Imitations, will be much difappointed. Our 
Author ufes the Roman Pcet for little more than his 
canvas : And if the old defi^n or colouring chance to 
fuit his purpofe, it is well ; if not, he employs his own, 
without fciuple or ceremony. Hence it is, he is fo fre- 
quently ferious where Horace is in jeft; and at eafe 
where Horace is diAurbed. In a word, he regulates 
his movements no further on his Original, than was 
neceflary for his Concurrence in promoting their com- 
mon plan of Reformation of manners/ 

Had it been his purpofe merely to paraphrafe an an- 
cient Satirift, he had nardly made choice of Hoi-ace : 
with whom, as a Poet, he held little in common, be- 
fides a comprehenfive knowledge of life and manners, 
and a certam curious felicity of expreflion, which confiftg 
inufingthe iimpleft language with dignity, and the moft 
ornamented, with eafe. For the reft, his harmony and 
ftrenffth of numbers, his force and fplendor of colour- 
ing, hit gravity and fublimity of fentiment, would have 
rather led him to another model. Nor was his temper 
left unlike that of Horace, than his talents. What 
Horace would only fmile at, Mr. Pope would treat 
^th the grave feverity of Perfius : and what Mr. Pope 
^ould ftrike with the cauftic lightning of Juvenal, 
Horace would content himfelf in turning into ridicule. 

. If it be afked then, why he took any body at all to 
^roitate, he has informed us in his Advertifement : To 
^hich we may add, that this fort of Imitations, which 
'^re of the nature of Parodies, adds reflected grace and 
'plendor on original wit. Befides, he deemed it more 
^eft to give the name of Imitations to his Satires, 
Jl^an, like Defpreaux, to give the name of Satires to 
Imitations. 
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BOOK 11. SATIRE L 

To Mr. FORTESCUp. 

P. •-pHERE ife (1 fcarce can think it, but am td 
* a There are, to whom my Sitire feems too bol 
Scarce to wife Peter complaifant enough, 
And fomethmg fetid of Chaitres much too rough* 
^ The Khes are weak, another's pleas'd to fay, 
Xord Fanny fpins a thoufand fuch a day. 
•Timorous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 
« I come to Council learned in the Law : 
You '11 give me, like a friend both fage and free. 
Advice 5 and (as you ufe) without a Fee. 
F. «* I*d write no more. 

P. J 

r • 

HORATIUS. TREBATIUS. 

KORAT lUS. 



•St 



7UNT quibus in Satira videar nimis acer, et ultr 
3>gcm tcndere opus ; ^ fine nervis altera, quidquid 
Compofui, pars eife putat, fimilefque meorum 
Mille die verfus deduci pofle. « Trebati, 
Quidfaciam? praefcribe. 

T ^ Quiefcas. 

H. Ne faciam, inquis, 
Omnino verfus ? 

T. A\o, 
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P. Not wi-itc ? but then I think, 
e And for my foul I cannot deep a wink. 
I nod in company, I wake at night. 
Fools rufli into my head, and fo I write. 

F. You could not do a worfe thing for your life. 15 
Why, if the nights feem tedious— take a wife ; 
f Or rather truly, if your point be reft. 
Lettuce and cowflip wine j " Probatum eft.'^ 
But talk with Celfus, Celfus will advife 
Hartihom, or fomething that fhall clofe your eyes. 16 
8 Or, if you needs muft write, write Caefar's Pi*aife, 
* You '11 gain at leaft a Knighthood, or the Bays. 
P. What ? like Sir ^ Richard, rumbling, rough, and 
fierce. 
With Arms and George and Brunfwick crowd the 

verfe. 
Rend with tremendous found your ears afundcr, 25 
With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbufs, and Thun- 
der? 

or 

H. Peream male, ii non 
Optimum crat : c verum nequeo dormire. 

T. fTerunfti 
Tranfnanto Tiberim, fomno quibus eft opus alto ; 
Irriguumve mero fub no6lem corpus habento. 
s Aut fi tantus amor fcribendi te rapit, aude 
Cxfaris inyi6li res dicere, ^ multa laborum 
Praemia laturus. 

H. Cupidum, Pater optime, vire« 
Deficiunt : ^ neque enim quivis lionQXVtiak Y^V\% 
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Or nobly wild, with BudgcH's fire and force. 
Paint Angels trembling round bis falling Horfe? 

F. k Then all your Mufe's fofter art difplay. 
Let Carolina fmooth the tuneful lay, j 

I^iill with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And fwcctly flow through all the Royal Line. 

P. ' Alas ! few vci*fcs touch their nicer ear ; 
They fcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year 5 
And juftly Caefar fcoms the Poet's lays. 
It is to Hiftory he trufts for Praife. 

F. m Better be Gibber, I'll maintain it ftill. 
Than ridicule all Tafte, blafphcme Quadrille, 
Abufe the Ci^s beft good men in metre. 
And laugh at Peers that put their truft in Peter. 
" Ev'n thofe you touch not, hate you. 

P. What (hould ail them ? 

F. A hundred fmart in Timon and in Balaam : 

T 



Agmina, nee fra6la pereuntes cufpide Gallos, 
Aut labentisequo defcribat vulnera Parthi. 

T. ^ Attampn et juftum poteras et fcribere forteni; 
Scipiadam ut faplens Lucilius. 

H. Haud mihi deero. 
Cum res ipfa feret i J nifi dextro tempore, Flacci 
Verba per attentam non ibunt Caefaris aurem ; 
Cui male fi palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. 
T. "» Quanto refllus hoc, quam trifti laedei'e verfu 
Pantolabum fcurram, Nomentanumve nepotem ? 
*Cura /ibiquifque timet, <\wamquam eft intaftus, ctod 
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The fewer ftill you name, you wound the more ; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a fcore. 

P. o Each inoital has his pleafure : none deny 45 
Scarfdaleliis Bottle, Darty his Ham-pye j 
Ridotta Tips and dances, till ihe fee 
The doubling Lufti-es dance as fail as (he ; 
p F — loves the Senate, Hockleyhole his brother, 
Like in all elfe, as one Egg 10 another. 59 

< I love to pour out all rayfelf, as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne t 
In them, as certain to be lov*d as feen. 
The Soul flood forth, nor kept a thought within ; 
In. me whatfpots (for fpots I have) appear, 55 

Will prove at leaft the Medium muft be clear. 
In this impartial glafs, my Mufe intends 
Fair to expofe myfeif, my foes, ray friends j 
Publi/h the prefent age j but where my text 
Is Vice too high, referve it for the next : 60 

My foes (hall widi my life a longer date. 
And every friend the lefs lament my fate. 

My 

H, o Quid faciam ? faltat Milonius, ut femel l^o 
AccefEt fervor capiti, numerufque lucemis. 
p Caftor gaudet equis ; ovo prognatus eodem, 
Pugnis* quot capitum vivunt, totidem ftudionim 
Millia. q me pedibus deleftat claudere verba, 
Lucili ritu, noftrum melioris utroque. 
nie velut fidis arcana fodalibus olim 
Credebttt libris ; neque, fi male gelTerat, ufquam, 
I>ecuxTe&s alio, neque d bene ; quo fit; ut omnis 
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My head and heart thus flowing through, my quilly 

' Verfeman or Profeman, term me which you will, 

Papift Of Proteftant, or both between, 

Like good Erafmus in an honeft mean. 

In moderation placing all my glory. 

While Tones call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

« Satire's my weapon, but I 'm too difcreet 
Tio run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet } 
1 1 only wear it in a land of He^ors, 
Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and DireAors. 
« Save but our army ! and let Jove incruft 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlafting ruft ! 
w Peace is my dear delight — notFleury's more: 
But touch me, and no minifter fo fore. 
Whoe'er offends, at fome unlucky time . 
X Slides into verfe, and hitches-in a rhyme, 

Sacr 

mm ' ■ ■ ■ 11 

Votiva pateat veluti defcripta tabella 
Vita fenis. fequor hunc, ' Lucanus an Aj^lus, ancep 
[Nam VcnuHnus arat finem fub uti-umque colonus, 
Miifus ad hoc, pulfis (vetus eft ut fama) Sab«Ui» } 
Quo ne per vacuum Romano incurreret hoilis ; 
Sive quod Appula gens, feu quod Lucania bellum 
Incuteret violenta] ^ fed hie ftylus baud petet ultro 
Quemquam ajiiinantem, et me veluti cuftodiet enUt 
Vagina te£lus, qucm cur deftringere coner, 
t Tutus ab infeftis latronibus ? " O pater et rex 
Jupiter, ut pereat poiitum rubigine telum. 
Nee quifquam noceat ^ cupido mihi pacis ! at iila^ 
Qui me commorit, (melius non tangere, clamo) 
'Flebit, et infiguis-tQta c^LiyUbvtur urbe« 
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to ri^icole his whole life long, 

e (ad burthen of Cam^ meny Amg* So 

ider or foifon dread from Delia's rage^ 

or^ or hangixigy if yoiir Judge be Page. 

urious Sappho fcarce a milder fatc» 

y her loye, or libel'd by her hate- 

oper power tp hurt, each creature feels ^ S5 

im their homs> and AfTes lift their heels ; 

Bear's talent not to kick, but hug$ 

> man wonders he ^s not ftung by Pag. 

nk with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 

I never poifon yoii, they '11 only ch^t. 90 

m, learned Sir ! (to cut the mat^^r (hort) 

er my fate, or well or ill at Court, 

ir Old age^ with faint but.chearful ray, 

i to gild the Evening of my d^y. 



vius iratus leges minitatur et urnam ; 
Albuti, quibus eft inimica, venenum 5 
malum Turius, fi quid fe judice cartes : 

110 quifque valet, fufpe6U>s terreat, utque 
hoc Natura potens, iic collige mecum. 

opus, comu taurus petit ; unde, niH intus 

itum ; ^ Scaevae vivacem creds nepoti 

1 9 nil faciei iceleris pia dextra (mirum ? 

le cake lupus quemquam, neque dente petit bosji' 

a toilet anum vitiato melle cicuta. 

loagum faciam : feu me tranquilla fences 

t, (s«.mai;satascii:cujiu^Ut4dis}r 



176 ,.P O P E'S P O E M S/ 

Or Dedth*8 black wing already be difplay^d, 95 

To wrap me in the univerfal fliade ; 
Whether the darken^ room to raufe invitey 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the ikewer to write x 
In durance, exile. Bedlam, or the Mint. 
<Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. xoo 
. F. d Alas, young man ! your days can ne'er be 

long, 
In flower of Age you perifli for a fong! 
Plums and Direftors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Will club their Tefters, now, to take your life ! 

P. « What ? arm*d for Virtue when I point the pen, 
Brand the bold front of (hamelefs guilty men ; 
Dafli the proud Gamefter in his gilded Car j 
Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star j 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her caufe, 
Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws? no 
Could penfion'd Boileau lafh in honeft ftrain 
Flatterers and Bigots ev'n in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Fryar engage. 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 

Aj 

Dives, inops ; Romae, feu fors ita juileriti exTul i 
c Quifquis erit vitae, fcribam, color. 

T. <i O puer, ut fis 
Vitalis metuo ; et majorum ne quis amicus 
Frigore te feriat. 

H. e Quid ? cum eft Lucilius aufut 
Primus in hunc. operis componere carmina moitir 
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And I not f ftrip the gilding off a Knave, 1 1 5 

UnplacM, unpenfionM, no man^s heir, or flave f 
1 will, or periih in the generous caufe : 
Hear this, and tremble ! you, who 'fcape the Laws. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120 

S To Virtue only and her friends a Friend, 
The World befide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the diftant din that world can keep. 
Rolls o*er my Grotto, and but fooths my flccp. 
* There, my retreat the beft Companions grace, 125 
Chiefs out of war, and Statefmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feaft of Reafon and the Flow of foul : 
And He, whofe lightning pierc'd th' Iberian Lines, 
Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 

Or 

f Detrahere et pellem, nitidus qua quifque per ora 
Cederet introrfum turpis ; num Laelius, et qui 
Duxit ab opprefla meritum Carthagine nomen, 
Ingenio offenfi ? aut laefo doluere Metello, 
Famofifque Lupo coopeito vei*fibus ? atqui 
PmnOrtfs populi arripuit populumque tributim j 
Scilicet sUni aequus virtuti atque ejus Amicis, 
^ Quin ubi fe a vulgo et fcena in fecreta remorant 
Virtus Scipiadae et mitis- fapientia Laeli, 
Nugari cum illo, et difcin^i ludere, donee 
£>ecoq[uq?etui\olu8, foliti. 

Quidquid fum ego, quamvis 

Vol. II. N 



xjS P O P E ' S P O E M 8. 

Or tames the Genius of the ftubborn plain, 
Almoil as quickly as he conquered Spain. 

1 Envy muft own, I live among the Great, 
No Pimp of pleafure, and no Spy of ftate. 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne*er repeats, 135 
Fond to fpread friend (hips, but to cover heats s 
To help who want, to forward who excel j 
This, all who know me, know 5 who love me, -ticll » 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scriblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 140 

This is my Plea, on this I reft my caufe— 
^ What faith my Council, learned in the laws ? 

F. 1 Your Plea is good j but ftill I fay, beware ! 
Laws are explain^ by men— 'fo have a care. 
It ftands on i-ecord, that in Richard's time» 145 

A man was hanged for very honeft rhymes ; 
"> Confult the Statute, " quart." I think, it is, 
*< Edwardi fext.*' or " prim, et quint. Eliz."' 

See 

Infra Lucxii cenfum, ingeniumque^ tamen me 
i Cum magnis vixiffe invita fatebitur ufqne 
Invidia ; et fiagili quaerens illidere dentem, 
OiFendetfolido: 

^ nifi quid tu, do^ Trebati, 
DifTentis. 

T. ^Equidem aihil hinc diffingere poflTum. 
Sed tamen ut monitus caveas, ne forte negoti 
' Incutiat tibi quid fan^bunm infcitia legum : 

" m Si mala condiderit in quern quis carmina, jus eft 
** Judiciaraque.*^ 
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See LibelSy Satires— here you have it— read. 

P. B Libels and Satires I lawlefs things indeed ! 1 50 
But grave EpilUes, bringing Vice to light. 
Such as a King might read, a Biihop write. 
Such as Sir Robert would approve— 

F. Indeed? 
The Cafe is alterM— you may then proceed j 
o In fuch a cafe the Plaintiff will be hifs'd, 1 55 

My Lords the judges laugh, and you^re difmifsM. 

H. Efto, fiquis a mala, fed bona fi quis 
Judice condiderit laudatus Caefare? fi quis 
Opprobriis dignum laceraverit, integer ipfe } 
T. oSolventur rifu tabulae: tu miffus abibii. 
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OOK II. SATIRE II. 

To Mr. BETHEL, 

Tl 7 H A T, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 
^ ^ To live on little with a cheerful heart j. 
A doftrine foge, but truly none of mine) 
£t's talk, n^y friends, but talk ^ before we dine. 
Not when a gilt Buffet's reflefted pride 5 

Turns you from found Philofophy afide i 
>Jot when from plate to plate yoor eye-balls- roll. 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel's Sennon, one not vers'd in fchools, 
d But (bong in fenfe, and wife without the. rules. 10 

^ Go work, hunt, exercife I (he th\is began) 
Then fcopn a homely dinner, if you. can. 

Your 
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* /^ U A E villus & quanta, boni, fit vivere parvo, 
^"^^(Nec meus hie fermo : fed qua praecepit OfeUu 
Rufticus, d abnoi-mis Sapiens, craflaque Minerva) 
Difcite, e non inter lances menfafque nitentes j 
Cum ftupet infanis acics fulgoribus, ct cum 
Acciinis falfis animus meliora recufat : 
« Verum hie impranfi mecum difquirite. Cur hoc 
Dicam, fi potcro, male verum examinat omnis 
Corruptus judex. *»Lcporum fe^tatus, equove 
Lalfus ab indomitoj vel (fi Ron>ana fatigat 
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^ Your wine lock*d up, your Butler ftroird abroad. 
Or fifli denyM (the river yet unthawM) 
If then plain bread and milk will do the featy 15 

The pleafure lies in you, and not the meat. 

^ Preach as I pleafe, I doubt our curious men 
Will chufe a pheafant ftill before a hen j 
Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold. 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 20 

Of 

Militia affuetiun graecari) feu pila vclox, 
Molliter aufterum ftudio fallen te laborem ; 
Seu te difcus agit, pete cedentem aera difco : 
Cum labor extulerit failidia ; ficcus, inonis, 
Sperne cibum vilem : nifi Hymettia mella Falemo, 
Ne biberis, diluta. i foris eft promu«, et atrum 
Defendens pifces hicmat mare : cum fale panis 
Latrantem ftomachum bene leniet. unde putas, ayt 
Qui partum? non in caro nidore voluptas 
Summa, fed in teipfo eft. tu pulmentaria quaere 
Sudando. pinguem vitiis albumque neque oftrea, 
Nee fcarus, aut poterit peregiina juvare lagoVs. 

^ Vix tamen eripiam, pofito pavone, velis quin 
Hoc potius .quam gallina tergere palatum? 
Comiptus vanisrerum : quia veneat aur(> 
Kara avis, et pi£la pandat fpeflacula caudaV 
Tamquam ad rem attineat quidquam. Hfpm vefcerie ifta, 
Quam laudas, pluma ? co^ave num adeft honor idem ? ' 
Came tamen quamvis diftat nihil hac, magis illa$ 
Imparibus formjs deceptum te patet, efto. 
Unde datum fentis, lupus hie, Tibeiinus an alto 
N 3 
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' Of carp« and mullets why prefer the great, 

(Though cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat) 

Yet for fmall Turbots fuch eftecm profeft ? 

Becaufe God made thefe large, the other lefs. 

" Oldfield, with more than Haipy throat endued, 15 

Cries, " Send me, Gods ! a whole Hog barbecued I'* 

Oh blail it, n South-winds ! till a flench exhal« 

Rank as the ripenefs of a rabbit's tail. 

By what Criterion do you eat, d'ye think, 

If this is prizM for fweetnefs, that for ftink ? 39 

When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat, 

He finds no relifh in the fweetefl meat. 

He calls for fometliing bitter, fomething four. 

And the rich feaft concludes exti'emely poor : 

® Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives, flill we fee j 35 

Thus much is left of old Simplicity ! 

The 

Captus hiet ? pontefne inter jaftatus, an amnis 

Oftia fub Tufci ? ' laudas, infane, trilibrem 

MuUum J in fmgula quern minuas pulmenta necefle eft, 

Ducit te fpecies, video, quo pertinet ergo 

Proceros odifTe lupos ? quia fcilicet illis 

Majorem natui*a modum dedit, his breve pondus. 

Jejunus raro ftomachus vulgaria temnit. 

"1 Porreftum magno magnum fpeftare catino 
Vellem, ait Harpyiis gula digna rapacibus. At vos, 
J'Praefentes Auftri, coquitehorum opfonia; quamquam 
Putet aper rhombufque recens, mala copia quando 
Aegrum follicitat (tomachum j cum rapula plenus 
Atquc a^idas mavuU inulais " nec4uni omnis aba(bi 
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P The Robin-red-breaft till of late had reft, 

And children facred held a Mailings neft, 

Till Baccaiicos fold fo devMifti dear 

To one that was, or would have been, a Peer. 40 

<i Let me extol a Cat, on oifters fed, 

1*11 have a Party at the Bedford-head 5 

Or ev'n to crack live Crawfifli recommend 5 

I'd never doubt at Court to make a friend. 

r 'Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 45 

About one vice, and fall into the other : 
Between Excefs and Famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not fordid ; though not fplendid, clean. 

• Avidien, or his Wife (no matter which, 
For him you' 11 call a t dog, and her a bitch) 50 

Sell their preiented partridges, and fruits. 
And humbly live on rabbits and on roots t 

One 

Pauperies epulis regum : nam vilibus ovis 
NigriA{ue eft oleis hodle locus. Haud ita pridem 
Galloni praeconis erat accipenfere menfa 
Infamis. quid ? turn rhombos minus aequora alebant f 
V Tutus erat rhombus, tutoque ciconia nido^ 
Donee vos au6lor docuit praetorius. ergo 
q Si quis nunc mergos fuaves edixerit aifos, 
Parebit parvi docilis Romana juventus. 

r Sordidus a tenui viAus diftabit, Ofello 
Judice : nam fruftra vitium vitaveris iftud. 
Si te alio pravus detorferis. « Avidienus, 
< Cui Canis ex vero du^um cognomen adhaeret, 
Q^tn^ennes oleas eft, et fylveftri^i coitv^l •) 

N4 
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^ One half-pint bottle ferves them holh to din^ 

And 16 at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on fome ^ lucky day (as when they found 5< 

A loft Bank bill, or heard their Ton was drownM) 

At fuch a feaft, * old vinegar to fpare. 

Is what two fouls fo generous cannot bear t 

Oil, though it ftink, they drop by drop imparty 

But fowfe the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 6< 

y He knows to live, who keeps the middle ftatje. 
And neither leans on this fide, nor on that ; 
Nor * ftops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay^ 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 
Nor lets, like » Nsevius, every eiTor pafs, 6 

The mufty wine, foul cloth, or greafy glafs. 

b Now hear what bleilings Temperance can bring i 

(Thus faid our friend, and what he faid I fing) 

Fin 

« Ac, nifi mutatum, parcit defundere vimim j et 
Cujus odorem olei nequeas perferre (licebit 
lUe repotia, natales, aliofque diefum 
^ Feftos albatus celebitt) comu ipfe bilibri 
Caulibus inftillat * veteris non parens aceti. 

Quali igitur viftu fapiens utetur, et horum 
Utrum imitabitur ! hac urget lupus, hac canis, aiunt, 
y Mundus erit, qua non offendat fordibus, atque 
In neutram partem cultus mifer. * Hlc neque fenrit 
Albuti fenis exemplo, dum munia didit, 
Saevus erit : nee fic ut fimplex » Naevius, un^am 
• Convivis praebebit aquam : vitium hoc quoque magnuni* 

b Accipe niinc, villus tenuis quae quanta()tte fecwn 



i 
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• Firft Healths The ftomach (crammM from every di(h, 
A tomb of boilM and roaft, and flefh and fifli, 70 

Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar. 
And all the man is cue inteftinc war) 
Remembers oft «* the School-boy's fimple fare. 
The temperate deeps, and fpirits light as air. 

e How pale, each worfhipful and Reverend gucft 75 
Rife from a Clergy, or a City feaft I 
What life in all that ample body, fay ? 
What heavenly particle infpires the clay ? 
The Soul fubfides, and wickedly inclines 
To feem but mortal, ev'n in found Divines. So 

f On morning wings how aftive fprings the Mind 
That leaves the load of yefterday behind ! 
How eafy every labour it purfues ! 
■ How coming to the Poet every Mufc I 

Not 

Aiferat. c In primis valeas bene ; nam variae res 
Ut noceant homini, credas, memor illius efcae. 
Quae funplex <^ olim tibi federit, at fimul aflls 
Mifcueris elixa, £mul conchylia turdis ; 
JDulcia fe in bilem vertent, ftomachoque tumultum 
Lenta feret pituita. « Vides, ut pallidus omnis 
Coena defurgat dubia ! quin corpus onuftum 
Heftemis vitiis animum quoque praegravat una^ 
Atque affigit humo divinae particulam aurae. 

' Alter, ubi difto citius cui*ata fopori 
Membra dedit, vegetus praefcripta ad munia furgit. 
t Hie tamen ad melius poterit tranfcurrere quondam ; 
Sive diem feftum rediens advexerit annus. 
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s Not but we may exceed, fome holy time» 
Or tir'd in fearch of Truth, or fearch of Rbyme; 
111 health fome juft indulgence may engage j 
And more the ficknefs of long life, Old Age ; 
Ik For fainting Age what cordial drop remains. 
If our intemperate Youth the veflel drains } 

i Cm- fathers prais'd rank Ven'fon, You fuppofe 
Perhaps, young men ! our fathers had no nofe. 
Not fo : a Buck was then a week^s repaft. 
And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it laft \ 
More pleas'd to keep it till their friends could comc; 
Than eat the fweeteft by themfelves at home, 
k Why had not I in thofe good times my birth. 
Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earth ? 

. Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear 5 
1 That fweeteft mufic to an honeft ear 5 

( 

Seu recreare volet tenuatum corpus : ubique 
Ac cedent anni, ct traftari mollius aetas 
Imbecilla volet. *> Tibi quidnam accedet ad iftam, 
Quam puer et validus praefumis, mollitiem ; feu 
Dura valetudo incident, feu tarda fencflus ? 

* Rancidum aprum antiqui laudabant : non quia ns 
Illis nuUus crat! fed, credo, hac mcnte, quod hofpc 
Tardius adveniens vitiatum commodius, quam 
Integram edax dominus confumerct. ^ hos utinam ii 
Heroas natum tclhis me prima tiiUflet. 

* Das aliquid famac, quae carmine gratior aurcm 
Occupet humanam ? grandes rhombi, patinaeque 
Gi-ande ferunt una "* cum damno dcdecus. adde 
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(For 'faith, Lord Fanny ! you arc in the wrong, 

The world^s good word is better than a fong) 

Who has not leam'd, » frefh fturgeon and ham-pye 

Are no rewards for want, and infamy ! 

When Luxury has lickM up all thy pelf, 1*5 

Curs'd be thy » neighbours, thy truftees, thyfelf. 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a (hamc, 

Think how pofterity will treat thy name 5 

And o buy a rope, that future times may tell 

Thou haft at leaft beftowM one penny well. 

P ** Right, cries his Lordfhip, for a rogue in need 
*f To have a tafte, is infolence indeed : 
" In me 'tis noble, fuits my birth and ftate, 
" My wealth unwieldy, <l and my heap too great.** 
Then, like the Sun, let Bounty fpread her ray, m 

And (hine that fuperfluity away. 
Dh Impudence of wealth ! with all thy ftorc, 
How dar'ft thou let one woitliy man be poor f 

Shall 

■^ Iratum patruum, vicinos, te tibi iniquum, 
Et fruftra mortis cupidum, cum deerit egenti 
• As, laquei pretiujn. 

P Jure, Inquit, Traufius iftis 
Jugatur verbis : ego veftigalia magna, 
Bivitiafque habeo tribus amplas regibu^. <l Ergo, 
Quod fuperat, non eft melius quo infuraerc poffis ? 
Cur eget indignus quifquam, te divite ? quaie 
' Tcmpla ruunt antiqui Deum ? cur improbc, caras 
Non aliquid patriae tanto eraetiris accrvo ? 
llni nimiryip tibi refte femper eiiint res ! 
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Shall half the r new-built churches xoand thee fall f 
Make Keys, build Bridges, or repair WhkeliaU t si 
Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 
As M**o'8 was, but not at five per cent. 

* Who thinks that fortune cannot change ha taand 
Prepares a dreadful jeft for all mankind. 
And t who ftands fafeil? tell me, is it he i! 

That fpreads and fwells in pufTd Profperity, 
Or bleft with Utile, whoie preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms againft a war-? 

V Thus B £ TJi E L fpoke, who always fpeaks bis thoagt 
And always thinks the very thing he ought ; i; 

His equal mind I copy what I can. 
And as I love, would imitate the Man. 
In South-fea days not happier, when futmis'd 
The Lord of thoufands, than if now ^ Excised } 
In foreft planted by a Father's hand, i 

Than in five acres now of rented land. 

^ Contc 

• O magnus pofthac inimicis rifiis: uteme 
t Ad cafus dubios fidet fibi certius ! hie, qui 
Pluribus afiuerit mentem corpufque fuperbum $ 
-An qui contcntus parvo metuenfque futuri. 
In pace, ut fapiens, aptarit idonea bello ! 

■ Quo magis his crcdas : puer hunc ego parvus Ofell 
Integris opibus novi non latins ufum, 
Quam nunc ^accifis. Videas, metato in agello. 
Cum pecore et gratis, fortcm mercede colonum^ 
Non ego, narrantcm, temere edi luce profefla 
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Content with little I can piddle here 

On X brocoli and mutton, round the year j 

But 7 ancient fiiends (though poor, or out of play) 

That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 14^ 

'Tis true, no » Turbots dignify my boards. 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords t 

To Hounflow-heath I point, and Banfted-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and tUefe chicks my own : 

* From yon old walnut-tree a (hower fhall fall : 14.5 

And grapes, long-lingering on my only wall. 

And figs from ftandard and efpalier join i 

The devil is in you if you cannot dine : 

Then ^ chearful healths (your Miftrefs (hall have place) 

And, what's more rare, a Poet Ihall fay Grace. 1 50 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boaft : 
Though double tax'd, how little have I loft ! 

My 

Quidquam, praeter ^ olus fumofae cum pede pernac. 
Ac mihi feu x longum poft tempus venerat hofjpes, 
Sive operum vacuo gratus coriviva per imbrem 
Vicinus ; bene erat, non pifcibus urbe petitis, 
Sed pullo atque hoedo : tum z penfilis uva (ecundas 
£t nux omabat menfas, cum dupLice ficu. 
Poft hoc ludus erat a cuppa potare magiftra: 
Ac venerata Ceres, ita culmo furgeret alto, 
Explicuit vino contra^lae feria frontis. 

Saeviat atque novos moveat Fortuna tumultus !. 
Quantum hiac imminuet ? quanto aut ^0 parcius, auC 
vos. 
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My Lifers amufements have been juft the Camtf 
Before, and after ^ Standing Annies came. 
My lands are fold, my father^s houfe is gone ; 
I'll hire another's $ is not that my own. 
And yours, my friends ? thro' whofe free opening 
Kone comes too earty, none departs too late i 
(For I, who hold fage Homer's rule the beft. 
Welcome the coming, fpeed the going gueft.) 
** Pray heaven it laft I (cries Swift 1) as you go < 
<* I wiih to God this houfe had been your own : 
" Pity ! to build, without a fon or wife ; 
** Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life." 
Well, if the ufe be mine, can it concern one, 
Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon ? 
What's ^ Property ? dear Swift ! you fee it alter 
From you to nie, from me to c Peter Walter j 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawyer's (hare } 
Or, in a jointure, vanilh from the heir; 
Or in pure ^ equity (tlie cafe not clear) 
The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year : 
At be ft, it falls to feme g ungracious fon. 
Who cries, ** My father^s damn'd, and all*s my 

O pueri, nituiftis, ut hue ^ nevus incola vcnit > 
Nam c propriac telluris hcrura natura neque illur 
Nee me, ncc quemquam ftatuit. nos cxpulit ille j 
Ilium aut d nequities aut c vafri infcitia juris, 
Poftremum expellet certe f vivacior hcres. 
g Nunc agerllmbreni fub nomine, nuper Ofclli 
Difbus erat i nulli proprius ; fed ccdit in ufum 
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ladety that to Bacon could retreat afFord, 175 

ome thfi portion of a booby Locd ; 

1 Hemfley, once proud Buckingham's delight, 

«s to a Scrivener^ or a City Knight, 

:t lands and houfes have what lords they wiU, 

Us be &x*df and our own matters ftill. iSo 

ic mihi, nunc alii. * quocirca Yivite fortes, 
tiaqiie adverGs opponite pe&ora rebus. 



BOOK I. EPl&TLE I 

to LORD BOLINGBROKE. 

Q^T. John, whofe love indulged my labours paft, 
^ Matures my prefent, and ftiall bound my laft ! 
Why '' will you break the Sabbath of my days ? 
Now fick alike of Envy and of Praife. 
Public too long, ah let me hide my Age I 
See modeft <= Cibber now has left the Stage ; 
Our Generals now, <* retired to their Efhites, 
Hang their Old Trophies o'er the Garden gates. 
In Lifers cool Evening fatiate of Applaufe, 
Nor * fond of bleeding, ev'n in Brunswick's caufc 

f A voice there is, that whifpers in my ear, 
('Tis Reafon's voice, which fometimes one can hcar| 
" Friend Pope! be prudent, let your s Mufe t 
" breath, 

*< And never gallop Pegafus to death ; 

<• J 

EPISTOLA I. 

T) R I M A difte mihi, fumma dicendt camena, 
•*' ^ Speftatum fatis, et donatum jam rude, quaeris> 
Maecenas, iterum antique me includere ludo. 
Non eadem eft aetas, noa mens. « Veianius, anni$ 
^ Herculis ad poftem fixis, latet abditus agro ; 
Ne populum « extrema toties exoret arena. 

' Eft mihi purgatam crebro qui perfonet aurem 9 
Solve S fencfcentem mature fanus equum, ne 
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Left ftifF, and ftately, void of firt or force> 1 5 

You limp, like Blackmore on a Lord Mayor^s hcrfe." 

Fare^l then *> Vcrfe, and Lovt, and erery Toy, 

he Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy) 

Tiat i rigl^ty what true, what fit we juftly call, 

it this b^ all my care--for this is All : 20 

o lay this k harveft up,v and hoard with hafte, 

^at every day will want, and moft, the laft. 

But alk not, to what ^ Doctors I apply ? 

leom to no Mafter, of no ScR am I : 

s drives the m ftcrm, at any door I knock : 2 5 

jid houfe with Montagne now, or now with Locke, 

>metimos a « Patriot, a^ive in debate,' 

[ix with the World, and battle for the State, 

.-ee as young Lyttelton, her caufe purfue, 

ill true to Virtue, ° and as warm as true 1 30 

>metimes with Ariftippus, or St. Paul, 

idulge my candour, and grow all to all j . 

Back 

-- 

eccet ad extremum ridendus, et ilia ducat. 

unc itaque et ^ verfus, et caetera ludici-a pono : 

;uid i verum atque decens, euro et rogo, et omnis in 

hoc fum : 
Condo, et compono, quae mox depromere poflim. 
i.c ne forte roges, ^ quo me duce, quo Lare tuter : 
^uUius addi6his jurare in verba roagiftri, 
' Q^o me cunque rapit tempeftas, deferor hofpes. 
lunc agilis fio, et merfor « clvilibus undis, 
^irtutis verae culios, o rigidufque fatelles ; 
Vol. U. O 
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Back to my p native Moderation flide^ 
And win my way by yielding to the tid^. 

q Long, as to him who works for debt, the day, 5.5 
Long as the Night to her whofc Love's away. 
Long as the Year's dull circle feems to run. 
When the brilk Minor- pants for twenty-one 5 
So How th' ' unprofitable moments roll. 
That lock i^ all the Fun^ons of my foul } ^ 

That keep me from myfelf $ and ftill delay 
Life's inftant bufinefs to a future day : 
That 8 talk, which as we follow, or defpife. 
The elded is a fool, the ybungeft wife t 
Which done, the pooreft can no wants endure { 45 

And which not done, the richeft muft be poor. 

t Late as it is, I put myfelf to fchool. 
And feel fomc « comfort, not to be a fool. 
"^ Weak though I am of limb, and ftiort of fight. 
Far from a Lypx, and not a Giant quite : - 50 

I'll 

Nunc in Ariftippi P furtim praecepta relabor 
Et mihi res, non me rebus, fubjungerc conor. 

q Vt nox longa, quibus mentitur amica ; dicfque 
Lenta vidfetur opus debentibus : ut piger annus 
Pupillis, quos dura premit cuflodia matinim : 
Sic mihi tarda ' fiuunt ingrataque tempora, quae fpem 
Confiliumque morantur agendi gnaviter • id, quod 
Aequc pauperibus prodefl, locupletibus aeque, 
Acque negleftum pueris fenibufque nocebit. 

t Rcftat, ut his ego me ipfe regam « folerque elementitt 
^'' Non poflis oculo quantum contendere Lynceut $ 
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I'll do what Mead and Chefcldcn advife, 

To keep ihefe limbs, and to preferve thcfe eyes. 

Not to X go back) is fomewhat to advance. 

And men muft walk at leaft before they dance. 

Say, does thy x blood rebel, thy bofom move re 

With wretched Avarice, or as wretched Love ? 
Know, there are Worlds, tmA Spells, which can control 
» Between the Fits this Fever of the foul : 
Know, there ere Rhymes, which » frefli andfreft applyM 
Will cure the arrant'ft Pnppy of his Pride. 60 

Be ^ fiirious, envious, flothful, mad, or drunk, 
c Slave to a Wife, or Vaflal to a Punk, 
A Switi, a High-dutch, or a Low-dutch «* Bear ; 
All that we afk is but a patient Ear. 

« 'Tis the firft Virtue, Vices to abhor : 65 

And the firft Wifdom, to be Fool no more. 

But 

Non tamen idcirco contemnas lippus inuhgi : 
Nee, quia defperes invifti membra Glyconis, 
Nodofa corpus nolis pfohibere chiragra. 
Eft quadam f rodire « tenus, fi non datur ultra. 

y Felvet avaritia, miferoque cupidine peftus ? 
Sunt verba et voces, quibus hunc lenire dolorem 
Poffis, et * magnam morbi deppnere partem. 
Laudis amore tumes ? funt a certa piacula, quae te 
Ter pure lefto poterunt recreare libello. 

b Invidus, iracundus, iners, viAofus, c amator j 
Nenho ^ adeo ferns eft, ut non mitefcere poflit. 
Si modo culturae patientem commodet aurem. 

« Virtus eft, yitium fugere 5 et (apientia prima, 
O 2 
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But to the world no ^ bugbear is Co great» 

As want of figure, and a fmall Ei^ate. 

To either India fee the Merchant fly, 

Scar'd at the fpe^Vrc of pale Poverty ! ' 70 

See him, with pains of body, pangs of fold. 

Bum through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole ! 

Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end. 

Nothing, to make Philofophy thy friend ? 

To flop thy foolifli views, thy long deiires, 75 

And s eafe thy heart of all that it admires I 

J» Here Wifdom calls : i « Seek Virtue firft, be bold ! 

<« As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold." 

There, London^s voice, ^ " Get Money, Money ftiU ! 

«< And then let Virtue follow, if ihe wilL'* 80 

This, this the faving do^hine, preach'd to all» 

From 1 low St. James's up to high St. Paul ! 

From 

Stultitia caruifTe. vides, quae f maxima credis 
EiTe mala, exiguum cenfum, turpemque repuifam, 
Quanto devites animi capitifque labore. 
Impiger extremos curris mercator ad Indos, 
Per s mare pauperiem fugiens, per faxa, per ignes : 
Ne cures ^ ea, quae ftulte miraris et optas, 
Bifcere, et audii-e, et meliori credere non vis ? 
Quis circum pagps et circum compita pugnax. 
Magna coronari contemnat Olympia, cui fpcs^ 
Cui fit conditio dulcis fine pulvere palmae ? 
** i Vilius argentum eft auro, virtutibus aurum. 
«< k o cives, cives ! quaci-cnda pecunia primum fft; 
**^ VJrtus po^ a\xmmoi \'' haec^ Janus fummus ab into 
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From bkn whofe » quills ftand quiverM at his ear, 
Xo him who notches ^icks at Welbninftcr. 

Barnard in " fpirit, fenfe, and truth abounds ; 85 

*« Pray then, what wants he?*' Fouifcore thoufand 

pounds ; 
A penfion, or fuch Hamefs for a (lave 
As Bug now has, and Dorlmant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a » Cit, witji all thy worth ; 
But Bug and D*l, Their Honours, and fo forth. 90 

Yet every P child another fong will fmg, 
<* Virtue, brave boys ! 'tis Virtue makes a King." 
True, confcious Honour, is to feel no fin, 
He*s arm'd without that's innocent within ; 
Be this thy ^ Screen, and this thy Wall of Brafs ; 99 
Compared to this, a Minifter's an Afs. 

>■ And fay, to which ihall our applaufe belong. 
This new Court-jargon, or the good old fong ? 
The modem language of corrupted Peers, 
Or what was fpoke at » Cressy or Poitiers ? 100 

Who 

Prodocet ; haec recinunt juvenes di6lata fenefque, 
o» Laevo fufpenfi loculos tabulamque lacerto. 

Bfti^ animus tibi, funt mores, eft lingua, fidefque ; 
Sed quadringentis fex feptem millia defint. 
o Plebs eris. P at pueri ludentes, Rex eris, aiunt, 
Si re£le facies. Hie <i mums aheneus efto. 
Nil confcire fibi, nulla pallefcere culpa. 

■' Rofcia, die fodes, melior lex, an puerorum eft 
Naenia, quae regnum refte facientibus ofFert, 
£t maribus * Curiis et decantata C«nvi\V\%X 
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t Who counfels beft ? who whifpers, " Be but great» 

" With Praife or Infamy leave that to fate j 

*' Get Place and Wealth, if poffible with grace ; 

** If not, by any means, get Wealth and Place." 

For what? to have a " Box where Eunuchs Ung, 105 

And foremoft in the Circle eye a King. 

Or w he, who bids thee face with fteady view 

Proud Fortune, and look (hallow Greatnefs through 

And, ^ while he bids thee, fets th' Example too ? 

If y fuch a Do^rine, in St. Jameses air, no 

Should chance to make the wcU-dieft Rabble dare ; 

In honeft S*z take fcandal at a Spark, 

That lefs admires the ^ Palace than the Park : 

Faith, I Ihall give the anfwer ^ Reynard gave : 

** I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave : 115 

« Becaufe I fee, by all the tracks about, 

** Full niany a Bcaft goes in, but none come out."" 

Adieu 



* Ifne tibi melius fuadet, qui, " Rem facias : rem, 
** Si pofTis, refte; fi non, quocunque mode rem.'' 
Ut " propius fpeftes lacr^'mofa poemata Pupi ! 
An, >v qui fortunae te refponfare fuperbae 
Liberum et ere6lum, * pi-aefcns hortatur et aptat? 

y Quod fi me Populus Romanus forte roget, cur 
Non, ut ' porticibus, fic judiciis fruar ifdem : 
Ntc fequar aut fugiam, quae diligit ipfe vel odit; 
Olim quod ^ vulpes aegroto cauta leoni 
Refpondit, referam : Quia me veftigia terrent 
Omnia te adverfum fpe^lantia, nuHa retrorfum. 



Ep. I. IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 199 

Adieu to Virtue, if you're once a Slave : 
Send her to Court, you fend her to her grave. 

Well, if a King's a Lion, at the leaft 125 

The *> Pec^le are a many-headed Beaft : 
Can they dire^ what meafures to purfue, 
Who know themfelves fo little what to do ? 
Alike in nothing but one Luft of Gold, 
Juft half the land would buy, and half be fold: 125 
Their ^ Country's wealdi our mightier Mifers drain. 
Or crofs, to plunder Provinces, the Main 5 
The reft, forae farm the Poor-box, fome the Pews j 
Some keep Aflemblies, and would keep the Stews ; 
Some ^ with fat Bucks on childlefs dotards fawn y 130 
Some win rich Widows by their Chine and Brawn ; 
While with the fjent growth of ten per cent, 
In dirt and darknefs, « hundreds ftink content. 

Of all thefe ways^ if each f purfues his own, 
Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone : 135 

But Ihew me one who has it in his power 
To aft confiftent with himfelf an hour. 

Sir. 

^ Bellua multofuna: «ft eapitum. nam quid iequar aut 
quem ? 
Pars hominum geftit c conducere publica : funt qui 
^ Cruftis et pomis viduas venentur avtiras, 
^Xcipiantque fenes, quos in vivaria mittant : 
* Multis occulto crefcit res fenore. f verum 
^fto, aliis alios rebus ftudiifque teneri : 
^^dem eadem pofluat horam durare |)>robantes ? 

04 
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Sir Job e faird forth, the evening bright and M\, 

<* No place on earth (he cryM) like Greenwich hill !'• 

h Up ftarts a Palace, lo, th* obedient bafe 140 ' 

Slopes at its foot, the woods its fides embrace. 

The filver Thames rcflefts its marble face. 

Now let fome whimfey, or that Devil within 

Which guides all thofe who know not what they mean, | 

But give the Knight (or give his Lady) fpleen $ 145 . 

** Away, away I take all your fcaffolds down, 

•* For Snug's the word : My dear ! we'll live in Town.** 

At amorous Flavio is the ^ ftocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
1 The Fool, whofe Wife elopes fome thrice a quarter. 
For mati'imonial folace dies a rmrtyr. 
Did ever "» Proteus, Merlin, any witch. 
Transform themfelves fo ihiiagely as the Rich f 
Well, but the ^ Poor — The Poor have the fame itch i 
They change their ° weekly Barber, weekly News, 155 
Prefer a new Japanner, to their ihoes. 

Difchargt 

g Nullus in orbe iinus Baiis praelucet amoenis. 
Si dixit dives ; h lacus et mare fentit amorem 
Feftinantis heri : cui fi > vitiofa libido 
Fecerit aufpicium ; eras fen-amenta Teanum 
Tolletis, fabri. k le6lus genialis in aula eft ? 
Nil ait effe prius, melius nil coelibe vita : 
^ Si non eft, jurat bene folis effe maritis. 

^ Quo teneam vultus mutantem Protea nodo ? 
Quid " pauper ? ride ; mutat » coenacula, le^os, 



J 
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Difcharge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a Chaiie and one j 
They p hire their fculler, and when once aboard. 
Grow fick, and damn the climate — like a Lord. 160 

q You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I ftand, 
My wig all powder ^ and all fnufF my band 5 
You lauf h, if coat and breeches (Irangely vary. 
White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary ! 
But when ' no Prelate's Lawn with hair-ftiirt lin'd, 165 
Is half fo incoherent as my Mind, 
When (each opinion with the next at ftrife. 
One • ebb and flow of Follies all my life) 
I ( plant, root up ; I build, and then confound ; 
Turn round to fquare, and fquare again to round 5 170 
" You never change one mufclc of your face. 
You think this Madnefs but a common cafe. 
Nor ^ once to. Chancery, nor to Hale apply 5 
Yet hang your lip, to fee a Seam awry I 

Carelefs 

Balnea, P tonfores ; conduflo navigio aeque 
Naufeat, ac locuples quern ducit priva triremis« 

q Si curatus inaequali tonfore capillos 
Occurro 5 rides, fi forte fubucula pexae 
Trita fubeft tunicae, vel fi toga diflidet impar $ 
Rides, quid, r mea cum pugnat fententia fecum ; 
Quod petiit, fpemit ; repetit quod nuper omifit 5 

• Aeftuat, et vitae difconvenit ordine toto ; 

* Diruit, aedificat, mutat quadrata rotundis ? 
« In^i;:e putas folennia me, neque rides, 
Kec w medici credis^ nee curatoris egett 



to% P OPE'S P O E M §• 

Carelcff h©w ill I with myfclf agree. 
Kind to my ditfe^ my figure, not to Mc. 
Is this my ^ Guide, Phjlofopher, aod Friend ? 
This he, who lares me, and who ought to mend ; 
Who ought to make me, (what he can, or none) 
That Man divine whom Wifdom calls herowa ; 
Great without Titk, without Fortune blefsMj 
Rich y ev'ri when plundered, ^' honourM while oppref: 
jLov'd c without youth, and followed without power 
At home, though exil'd, ^ fpec> though in the Towf 
In fhbrt, that reaibniixg, high, immortal Thing, 
Juft c lefs than Jove, and <^ much above a King, 
Nay, half in heaven— « except (what's mig^kty odd) 
A fit of Vapours clouds this Demy- god ! 

A praetore dati ; rerum » tutela mearum 

Cum fis, et prave fe6lum (lomachens ob xinguem^ 

De te pendentis, te refpicientis amici. 

Ad fummam, fapiens uno c minor eft Jove» 7 dive 
^ Liber, * honoratus, ^ pulch6r, *> rex deniquc regim 
Praecipue fanus, « nifi cum pituita molefta eft. 
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BOOK I. EPISTLE VI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

THIS Piece is the moft finiflied of all his imitationt, 
and executed in the high manner the Italian Painters 
call Con Amore. By which they mean, the cxertlcn 
of that principle^ -which puts the faculties on the 
ftretch, and produces the fupremc degree of excellence. 
For the Poet had all tlic warmth of affeftion for the 
great Lawyer to whom it is addrefled: and, indeed, no 
man ever more dtfervcd to have a Poet for his Friend. 
In the obtaining of which, as neither Vanity, Party, 
nor Fear, had any (hare : fo he fupported his title to 
it by all the offices of true Friendfhip. 

" -v T O T to admire, is all the Art I know, 
" 1>I Xo make men happy, and to keep them fo.'' 
(Plain Truth, dear Mu r ray, need s no flowers of fpcech. 
So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

^ This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 
Self-center'd Sun, and Stars that rife and fall, 

There 

E P I S T O L A VI. 

NI L admirari, prope res e£b una, Numici, 
Solaque qiwe pofllt facere et fervaie beatum. 
^ Hunc fi>Iem, et ilcllas, et decedcntia.ceLtis 
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There are, my Friend I whofe philofophic eyes 
Look through and truft the Ruler vrith his (kli 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year. 
And view c this dreadful All without a fear. 

Admire we then what d Earth's low entraij 
Arabian (hores, or Indian Teas infold $ 
All the mad trade of ^ Fools and Slaves for ( 
Or f Popularity ? or Stars and Strings ? 
The Mob's applaufes, or the gifts of Kings ? 
Say with what g eyes we ought at Courts to g 
And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the ^ pleafure that from thefe can (] 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing : 
Whether we dread, or whether we defire^ 
In either cafe, believe me, we adm'ire ; 
Whether we i joy or grieve, the farte the curd 
Surpriz'd at better, or furpriz'd at worfe. 
Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 
Th' unbalanced Mind, and fnatch the Man a' 



Tempora momentis, funt qui ^ formidine mil 
Imbuti fpeftent. ^ quid cenfcs, munera terrae i 
Quid, maris extremos Aiabas « ditantis ct Ini 
Ludicra, quid, ^ plaufus, et amici dona Quirif 
Quo fpeftanda modo, s quo fenfu credis et or 
h Qui timet his advferfa, fere miratur eodem 
Quo cupiens pa6lo : pavor eft utrobique mold 
Improvifa firaul fpecies exterrct utrumque : 
^ Gaud eat, an doleatj cupiat metuatnej quid 
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For ^ Virtue^s ielf may toq much zeal be had j 

The worft of Madmen is a Saint run mad. 

I Go then^ and if you can> admire the ftate 

Of beaming diamonds, and refle£led plate ^ 

Procure a Tafte to double the furprize, 30 

Ajad gaze on ^ Parian Charms with learned eyes i 

Be ftnick with bright "Brocade, or Tyrian Dye, 

Our Birthday Nobles' fplendid Livery. 

[f not fo pleased, at^ Council-board rejoice, 

r© fee their Judgments hang upon thy Voice ; 3 5 

F^m P mom to night, at Senate> Rolls, and Hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at alL 

But wherefore all this labour, all this ftrife ? 

For<l Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife ? 

Shall '' One whom Nature, Learning, Birth confpir*d 40 

To form, not to admire, but be admirM, 

Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth 

Weds the rich Dulnefs of fome Son of earth? 

Yet 

Si, quidquid vidit melius pejufve fua fpe, 
Befixis oculis animoque et corpore torpet ? 

k Infani fapiens nomen ferat, aequus iniqui ; 
Ultra quam fatis eft, virtutem fi petat ipfam. 
'I nunc, argcntum et marmor ^ vetus, acraque et artcs 
Sufpice : cwm gemmis n Tyrios mirare colores : 
^ude, quod fpe6lant oculi te o mille loquentem : 
Gnavus p mane forufti, et vefpertinus pete teftum j 

Ne plus frumenti dotalibus emetat agris 
Mntus et (indignum; quod fit pejoribus ortus) 
'ttc tibi fit potius, quara tu mirabilis vlU, 
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Yet « time ennobles, or degrades each Line ; 
It brighten'd Craggs's, and may darken thine s 
And what is Fame ? the Meaneft have their day. 
The Greateft can but blaze, and pafs away. 
Crac'd as thou art, « with all the Power of Words, 
So known, fo honoured, at the houfe of Lords : 
Confpicuous Scene ! another yet is nigh, 
(More filent far) where Kings and Poets He j 
u Where Murray (long enough his Country's pride] 
Shall be no more than Tully, or than Myde ! 

^ Rack'd with Sciatics, martyred with the Stone, 
Will awy mortal let himfelf alone ? 
See Ward by batter'd Beaux invited over. 
And defperate Mifcry lays hold on Dover. 
The cafe is eafier in the Mind's difeafe 5 
There all Men may be cur'd, whene'er they pleafe* 
Would ye be « bleft ? defpife low Joys, low Gains j 
Difdain whatever Cornbuiy difdains ; 6 

Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 



* Quicquid fub terra eft, in apricum proferet aetas i 
Defodiet condetque nitentia. t cum bene notum 
Porticus Agrippae, et via te confpexerit Appi j 
Ire tamen reltat, Numa " quo devenit et Ancus. 

w Si latus aut renes morbo tentantur acuto, 
Quare fugam morbi. * vis re6le vivere ? quis non? 
Si villus hoc una poteft dare, fortis omiflis 
iloc age dcliciis. 
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y But art ^u one, whom new opiniont fway. 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way. 
Who Virtoe and a Church alike difowns, 65 

Thinks that but words, and ^s but brick and ftonei f 
Fly z then, on all the wings of wild defire. 
Admire whate*er the maddeft can admire t 
Is wealth thy paflion ? Hence ! from Pole to Pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll, yd 
For Indian fpices, for Peruvian Gold, 
Prevent the greedy, or oud>id the bold : 
a Advance thy golden Mountain to the ikies | 
On the broad bafe of fifty thoufand rife. 
Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair) 75 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a fquare. 
For, mark th^ advantago'; juft fo many fcore 
Will gain a ^ Wife with half as many more. 
Procure her beauty, make that beauty chafte, 
iVnd then fuchc Friends — as cannot fail to lad. Zo 

A^ Man of wealth is dubb'd a Man of worth, 
Venus ihall give him Form, and Anftis Birth, 

(Believe 

r virtutem verba putes, et 
Lucum ligna i * cave ne portus occupet alter j 
Ne Cibyratica, ne Bithyna negotia perdas : 
^Mille talenta rotundentur, totidem altera, porro et 
Tertia fuccedant, et quae pars quaJret acervuni. 
Scilicet buxorem cum dote, fidemque, etcamicos, 
£t genuf, €t formam, reginad Pccunia donatj 
Ac bene nwmmatwn de^orat Suadcla, Vcnufque# 
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(Believe me, many a « German Prince is worfe» 

Who, proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purfe) 

His Wealth brave ^Timon glorioufly confounds | 

Aik'd for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds i 

Or if three Ladies like a lucklefs Play, 

Take the whole Houfe upon the Pocfs day. 

% Now, ia fuch exigencies not to need. 

Upon my word, you muft be rich indeed j 

A noble fupei*fluity it craves. 

Not for yourfelf, but f»r your Fools and Knaves ; 

Something, which for your Honour they may cheat. 

And which it mu(h becomes you to forget. 

b If Wealth alone then make and keep us bleft. 

Still, ftill be getting, never, never reft. 

i But if to Power and Place your pailion lie. 
If in the Ponpp of Life confift the joy j 

Th 



Mancipiis locuples, eget aeris c Capadocum Rex : 
ISe fueris hie tu. ^ chlamydes Lucullus, ut aiutat, 
Si poffet centum fcenae praebere rogatus. 
Qui pofTum tot? ait: tamen et quaei*am, ct (ji 

habcbo 
Mittam : pbft paulo fcribit, fibi millia quinque 
Eile domi chlamydum : partem, vel tolleiTt omnes* 
g Exilis domus eft, ubi non et multa fupcrfunt, 
Et domi num fall unt, et profunt furibus. J^ergo, 
Si res fola potcft facere et fei-vare beatum. 
Hoc primus repetas opus, hoc pofti-emus omittas« 
* Si fortunatum fpecies et gi-atia praeftat. 



no I 
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Then ''hire a Slave, or (if 3rou will) a Lord, 100 

To do the Honours, and to give the word ; 

Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach. 

To whom ' to nod, whom take into your Coach, 

'Whom honour with your hand : to make remarks, 

"Who ™ rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks : 105 

** This may be troublefbme, is near the Chair : 

** That makes three Members, this can chufeaMayor." 

Inftruf^ed thus, you bow, embrace, proteft, 

Adopt him n Son, or Couiin at the leaft. 

Then turn about, and <> laugh at your own Jeft. 

Or if your life be one continued Treat, 
If p to live well means nothing but to eat ; 
Up, up ! cries Gluttony, 'tis break of day. 
Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny-prey ; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite-*— 115 
So q Ruflel did, but could not eat at night, 
Caird happy Dog ! the Beggar at his door. 
And envy'd Thirft and Hunger to the Poor. 

Or 

k Mercemur fervum, qui diftet nomina, laevum 
Qui fodicet latus, et ^ cogat trans pondera dextram 
Porrigere : « Hie multum in Fabia, ille Velina : 
Cui libet, is fafces dabit ; eripletque cunile, 
Cui volet, importunus ebur « Frater, Pater, addc.: 
Ut cuique eft aetas, ita quemque <> facetus adopta. 
Si P bene qui coenat, bene vivit 5 lucet : eamus 
Quo ducit gula : pifcemur, venemur, ut q olim 
Gargilius : qui mane plagas, venabula, fcrvos, 
DiiFertum tranfire forum populumque jubcbat. 
Vol. IL P 



. Or (hall we r every Decency cob£ou^ 
Through Tavem&y Stows, ai^d Bagmos take oar rounds 
Go dine ynth ChartveSy in eacb Vice out49 
• K — rs lewd Cargo, or Ty — y'a. Crew, 
From Ladan Syi»»«> F^encK Circaean Feafts, 
Returned well travelM,, so^ trwrfowa'd tQ Bcafts, 
Or for a fjiUed FuBk> or loreigot FUi»e» 125 

Re9o«Ac« our t Couatiy, ^»d degrade our NaaM 9 

If, after aU» w» mi^ witj^ o^ Wilivol owa» 
The Cordial Dr<^ of Life i8:L«¥e akmes 
And J&wift cry wifely, *' Vive ]» Isgatdkr* 
The Man that loves and laiighi^ vniil fiuredo well. 1 30 
^ Adieu— if this advice apficar the worft. 
E'en take th^ Counfel wluclx I guve you firft : 
Or better Precepts i£ you can impart. 
Why do, I'll follow them witbL sdl my heart. 

Unus ut e mukia po^ulo ijpefUote referret. 
ITintum mulus apmm. r crudi, tumidique lavemur* 
Quid deceat, quid non, obliti ; Caerite oera 
Digni f * remigium vitiofum Ithoceniis Ulyflei i 
Cui potior ' patria fuit interdi^ voluptas« 

I' Si, Mimnermus uti cenCbt, fme amore jocifque 
Nil ell jucundum; vivas in amore jocKque. 

^ Vive, vale, fi quid novifti refUus iftU^ 
Candidu$ i^^pertis finoxi> hi€tUtCRn>«ciM»; 



AI>¥SV 



t «n 1 

EPISTLE L 

To AUGUSTUS. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

'^HE Refe^lmit of Kdrac«» and ik» Judgments 
-^ pait in hU Epiftk Xq Avguftm » (teved So ieaiba- 
abJie to ttie preient Tinei, tlitat I conU ««t help aj^Iy- 
ing them, to the u& of wy own Country. The Awthor 
thought them con^derahle enough to addreCs them to 
hif Prince 5 whom h» paintu with all the great and 
good qualities of a Monarchy upon whom the Romans 
depended for the IncroRite of an abfohite Empire. But 
to make the Poem entively Englifli, I was willing to 
add one or two of thofe which contribute to ^ Hap- 
pisk^ of a Free people> and are more confident with 
the WeUare of our Nei^honra. 

Thit Epiftle will ihow the learned World to have 
fallen into Two miftakea : ene, that Auguftus was a 
Patron of Poets in general $ whereas he not only pro- 
hibited all but the Beft Writers to name him, but 
recommended that Care even to the Civil MagiArate : 
** Admonebat Praetores, ne paterentur Nomen fuum ob- 
<* folefieri," &c. The other, that this Piece was only a 
general Difcourfe of Poetry ; whereas it was an Apo- 
logy for the Poets> in order to render Auguihis more 

. • . : ' . P » \\NR.Vt 
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their Patron. Horace here pleads the Caufe of his Coir- 
temporaries, firft againil the Tafte of the Tovrn, ^ofe 
humour it was to magnify the Authors of the preceding 
Age ; fecondly againft the Court and Nobility, who en- 
couraged only the Writers for the Theatre j and laftly 
againft the Emperor himfelf, who had conceived them 
of little Ufe to the Government. He ihews ^hy a View 
of the Progrcfs of Learning, and the Change of Taftc 
among the Romans) that the Intfodu6lion of the Polite 
Arts of Greece had given the Writers of his Time great 
advantages over their Predeceflbrs j that their Moral« 
were much improved, and the licence of thofe ancfent 
Poets reftrained : that Satire and Comedy were become 
more juft and ufeful ; that whatever extravagances were 
left on the Stage, were owing to the III Tafte of the 
Nobility 5 Aat Poet«, under due Regulations, were in 
many i-efpe£ts ufeful to the State ; and concludes, that 
it was upon them the Emperot- himfelf muft depend, for 
his fame with Pofterity. 

We may farther learn from this Epiftle, that Horace 
made his Court to this Great Prince, by writing widi a 
deceit Freedom towards him, with a juft Contempt of 
his low Flatterers, and with a manly Regard to his < 
Chara^ler*. 
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EPISTLE I. 

To AUGUSTUS, 

•¥T7HILE you, great Patron of Mankind 1 « fuftain 
^ ^ The balanced World, and open all the Main j 
Your Country, chief, in Arms abroad defend 5 
At Home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend j 
*> How (hall the Mufe, from fuch a Monarch, fteal 5 
An hour, and not defraud the I^ublic Weal ? 

■ • Edward and Henry, now the Boaft of Fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more i facred Name, 
After a Life of generous toils endur'd. 
The Gaul fubdued, or Propeity fecur'd, 10 

Ambition humbled, mighty cities ftorm'd. 
Or Laws cftablilh'd, and the world reformed ; 

Clos'd 



EPISTOLA L 

Ad AUGUSTUM. 

^ U M tot a fuftineas et tanta negotia folus, 
^^ Res Italas armis tuteris, moribus omes, 
JLegibus emendes 5 in ^ publica commoda, peccem. 
Si longo feiinone morer tua tempora, Caefar. 

« Romulus, et Liber pater, et cum Caftore Pollux, 
Poft ingentia fafta, <l Deoinim in templa recepti, 
Dum terras hominumque colunt genus, afpera bella 
Componunt, agros adfignant, oppida condunt ; 

p 3 



• CloeM their long Glories with a figh, to find 
Th* unwilfing Gratitude of baft mankind ! 

All human Virtue, to its lateft breath, 15 

'Finds Envy never conquered, but by Death. 

The great Alcides, every Labour paft, 

Had ftill this Monfter to fubdue at laft. 

g Sure fate of all, beneath whofe rifing ray 

Each ftaf of meaner merit fades awray ! 20 

Opprefs'd we feel the beam dire^ly beat, 

yhofe Suns of Glory pleafe not till they fet. 

To thee, the World its prefent homage pays. 
The Harveft early, •» but mature the praife i 
Great Fxiend of Liberty ! in Kings a Name 25 

Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame • : 
\Vhofe Word is Truth, as facred and rever'd, 

* As Heaven^s own Oracles from Altars heard. 
Wonder of Kings ! like whom, to mortal eyes 

k None e'er has rifen, and none e'er ihall rife. 30 

Juft 

« Ploravere fuis non refpondere favorcm 
Speratum mentis, diram qui contudit Hydram, 
Notaque fatali portenta labore fubegit, 
Comperit ' invidiam fuprcttio fine domari, 
s Urit enim fulgorc fuo, qui pracgravat artes 
Infi-a fe pofitas : «xtiftftus amabitur idem. 

*> Praefenti tibi mat\iros largimur honores, 
» Jurandafquc tuum per numen ponimus aras, 
^ Nil oritxunm alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 
Sed tuus hoc popul^s fapiens ct julhis in uno, 
* Te ifoib'h ducibvs, t^ GmU ^tv\fcftttndo^ 
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Juft In one inftancc, be it yet confeft 
Your People, ^ir, are partial iti the reft : 
Foes to all living worth -exc^t your own, 
And Advocates for folly dead and gone. 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old ; 35 
It is the ruft we value, not tiie gold. 
* Chaucer* s worft ribaldry is leamM by rote, 
And beaftly Skelton heads of houfes quote t 
One likes no language but the Faery Queen ; 
A Scot will fight for Chrift's Kirk o' the Giwn : 40 
And each txut Briton is to Ben fo civil, 
n> He fwears the Mufes met him at the Devil. 

Though juftly n Greece her eldeft fons admires, 
Why fhould not we be wifcr than our fires ? 

In 



CaeteiTi nequaquam fimili ratione modoque 
Aeftimat; et, nifi quae terris femota fuifque 
Temporibus defun^la videt, faftidit et odit : 
1 Sic fauior veterum, et tabulas peccare vetantes 
Quas bis quinque viri fanxerunt^ foedera i*egum, 
Vel Gabiis vel cum rigidis aequataSabinis, 
Pontifkum libros, anno£i volumina Vatum, 
'^ Di6Utet Albano Mufas in monte locutas. 

Si, quia n Graiorum (vmt antiquiflkna^quaeque 
Scripta vel optima, Roman! penfantur eadem 
Scriptores trutina ; non aft -quod multa loquamur 1 
Nil intra eft oleam, nil «acti*a eft in nuce duri. 
Venimus ad ftunmum fortunae : pingimus, atque 
P4 
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In every Public Virtue we excel! ; 45 

We build, we paint, ^we fing, we dance as well. 
And P learned Athens to our art muft ftoop, 
Could fhe behold us tumbling through a hoop. 

If 4 Time improve our Wits as well as Wine, 
Say at what age a Poet grows divine ? 50 

Shall we, or fhall we not, account him fo, 
Who dy'd, perhaps, an hundred years ago? 
End all difpute ; and fix the year precife 
When Britifh bards begin t' immortalize ? 

" Who lafts a^ century can have no flaw, 55 

« I hold that Wit a Claflic, good in law." 

Suppofe he wants a year, will you compound ? 
And (hall we deem him s Ancient, right and found. 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 
At ninety-nine, a Modem and a Dunce ? 60 

<« We fliall not quarrel for a year or two ; 
<* By'courtefy of England, he may do." 

Then, 

« Pfallimus, et p lu^lamur Achivis doftius unftis. 
Si<i meliora dies, ut vina, poemata reddit; 
Scire velim, chartis pretium quotus arrogct annus. 
Scriptor ab hinc annos centum qui decidit, inter 
Pcrfe6los veterefquQ referri debet, an inter 
Viles atque novos ? excludat jurgia finis. 
Eft vetus atque probus. 'centum qui perficit annps. 
Quid ? qui deperiit minor uno menfe vel anno. 
Inter quos referendus erit ? » veterefne poetas, 
An quos et praefens et poftera refpuat aetas ? 
Jilc quidem vctcrcs inter ponetur ^ honefte. 
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Then, by the rule that made the « Horfe-tail bare, 
'. pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
\nd melt w down Ancients like a heap of fnow : 65 
WTiile you, to meafure merits, look in * Stowc, 
\nd, eftimating authors by the year, 
Seftow a Garland only on a 7 Bier. 

» Shakefpeare (whom you and every Playhoufc bill 
>tyle the divine, (he matchlefs, what you will) 70 

i^or gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
^nd grew Immortal in his own defpight. 
Sen, old and poor, as little feem'd to heed 
' The Life to come, in every Poet's Creed. 
IVho now reads ^ Cowley ? if he plcafes yet, 75 

Mis Moral pleafes, not his pointed wit ; 
?*orgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 
Sut ftill c I love the language of his heart. 

** Yet furely, ^ furely, thefe were famous men ! 
•^ What boy but hears the fayings of old Ben ? 80 

"In 

^i vel menfe brevi, vel toto eft junior anno. 

Utor pemiiflb, caydaeque pilos ut " equinae 
Paulatim vello : et demo unum, demo et item unum 5 
Dum cadat elufus ratione ^ mentis acervi, 
[Jui redit in x faftos^, et virtutem aeftimat annis, 
Miraturqve nihil, nifi quod 7 Libitina facravit. 

« Ennius et fapiens, ct fortis, et alter Homerus, 
Qt critici dicunt, levitcr curare videtur 
Qjio * promiffa cadant, et fomnia Pythagorea, 
b Naevius in manibus non eft 5 at c mentibus haerct 
Pene recens : ^ adeo fandluni eft vetus omtifi ^<s^:t&»^> 
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*' In ali^^bates where Oitics bettjr a pCat» 
*' Not one but uodsy and talks of Jofi(bn^« Art» 
^\ Of Slwkefpeare'8 Nature, and of Cowley's Wit| 
<< How Beaumont's judgment checked what Fletc 

« writ; 
*< How Shadwell hafty, Wychcrly was <k)W| 
*' fint, for the PaiEons, Southeme £ubk and Rcvwe* 
** Thefe» ' only thefe, fupport the crowded fiage, 
*« From eldeft Heywood down to Gibber's age." 
All this may be( g the people's Voice is odd. 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 
To ^ Gammer Gurton if it give the hays, 
And yet deny the Caielefs Hu(band praiic^ 
Or fay our Fathers never broke a rule { 
Why then, I fay, the Public is a fool. 
But let them own, that greater Faults than we 
They bad, and greater Virtues, I'll agree. 

Spe 

Ambigitur * quoties, uter utro fit prior ; aufert 

Pacuvius do6li famam fenis, Accius alti : 

Picitur Afranl toga convenifle Menandro i 

Plautus ad exemplar Siculi properare Epicharmi 

Vincere Caecilius gravitate, Terentius arte i 

Hos edlfcit, et hos aifto ftipata theatro 

^pe^lat Roma potens ; ^ habet hos numeratque poeU 

Ad noftrum tempus, Livi fcriptoris ab aevo. 

g Interdum vulgus rcftum vidct : eft ubi peccat. 

Si h veteres ita miralur laudatque poetas, 

Vt nihil anteferatj nihil illis comparet j ^rrats 
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Spaifer himfelf zStBts the < Obfolete, 

And Sydney's Terft ludts ill on ^ Roman feet t 

Milton*8 Arong pinion now not Itoven can bound, 

Now Serpeat-likcy in i profe he fweeps the gixnind, io# 

In QuibMcs) Angel and Archangel join. 

And God the Father turns a School-divine. 

"> Not that I'd lop the Beauties from his book. 

Like > flafhing Bentley with his defperate hook. 

Or damn all Shakefpeare, like th* afieaed Fool 105 

At couit, who hates whatever he <> read at fchool. 

But for the Wits of eidier Charles's days, 
The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote ^th Eafe 5 
Spnity Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
(Like twinkling ftars the MifcellanieflT o'er) 1 1# 

One Simile, that P folitary ihines. 
Uk the dry defert of a thoufand lines, 
Or 4 lengthened Thought that gleams through many a 

. page, 
las fanfUfy'd whole poems for an age. 

I lofe 

quaedam nimis * antique, ii pleraque ^ dure 
z&tt «redk eos> ^ ignave multa fatetur $ 
fa^, et necum facit, et Jove judicat aequo, 
on equldem inferior, delendaque carmina LivS 
reor, memhii quae <* piagofum » mihi parvo 

Ilium di^re $ 

fed emendata videri 

intqve, et exa^lis minimum diftantia, mii«or t 
quae P verbum emicuit &. forte decorum, 
Drfut paulo eonciiifilor unus et ate i 
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» I lofe my patience, and I own it too, 115 

When works are ccnfurM, not as bad, but new j 
While, if our Elders break all rcafon's laws, 
Thefe fools demand not pardon, but Applaufe. 

* On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal blow. 
If I but afk if any weed can grow j i&o 

One Tragic fentence if I dare deride. 
Which ' Betterton's grave a£lion dignify'd. 
Or well-mouth 'd Booth with cmphafis proclaims, 
(Though but, perhaps, a*mufter-roll of Ntoies) 
How will our Fathers rife up in a rage, 115 

And fwear, all fliame is loft in George's Age ! 
You'd think " no Fools difgrac'd the former reign. 
Did not fome grave Examples yet remain. 
Who fcom a Lad (hould teach his father (kill. 
And, having once been wrong, will be fo ftill. 130 

He, who to feem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old Bards, ^ or Merlin's Prophecy, 

Miftake 

Injufte totum ducit venditque poema. 

r Indignor quidquam reprehendi, non quia crafle 
Compofitum, illepideve putetur, fed quia nuper; 
Nee veniam antiquis, fed honorem et praemia poTci. 
« Re6le necne crocum florefque perambulet Attae 
Fabula, fi dubitem ; clamant periiflTe pudorem 
Cun^li pene patres : ea cum reprehendere coner. 
Quae 1 gravis Aefopus, quae doftus Rofcius egit. 
Vel quia nil " rcftum, nifi quod placuit fibi, ducunt; 
Vel quia turpe putant parere minonbus, et quae 
Jmbei'bi didicere, fenes perdenda fateri. 
Jam ^ SaJiaic Numac cwmtii <^v Vwidat^ ct illud, 
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Miftake him not ; he envies, not admires, 

And, to debafe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 

X Had ancient times confpir'd to difallow 13^ 

What tlien was new, what had been ancient now ? 

Or what remain*d, fo worthy to be read 

By learned Critics, of the mighty Dead ? 

7 In Days of Eafe, when now the weary Sword 
Was iheath'd, and Luxury with Charles reftor'd ; 140 
In every tafte of foreign Courts improved, 
** All, by the King's Example, liv'd and lov'd." 
Then Peers grew proud * in Horfemanfhip t' excel, 
Newmarket's Glory rofe, as Britain's fell ; 
The Soldier breathM the Gallantries of Fi-ance, 145 
And every flowery Courtier writ Romance. 
Then a Marble, foften'd into life, grew waiin. 
And yielding Metal flow'd to human form ; 
Lely on b animated Canvas ftole 
The flecpy Ey?, that fpoke the melting foul. 15a 

No 

Quod mecum ignorat, folus vult fcire videri ; 
Ingeniis non ille favet plauditque fepultis, 
Noftra (ed impugnat, nos noilraque lividus odit, 

* Q^od ii tam Graecis novitas invifa fuiffet, 
Qiuun nobis 5 quid nunc effet vetus ? aut quid haberef» 
Quod legeret tereretque viritim publicus ufus ? 

y Ut primum pofitis nugari Graecia bellis 
Coepit, et in vitium fortuna labier aequa j 
Nunc athletarum ftudiis, nunc arfit ^ equorum 
a Marmoris aut eboris fabros aut acris amavitj 
Sufpendit ^ pi^a vultyin lu^iiumc^ue ti\bQlla\ 
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No wonder then, when all was love and fpor^ 
The willing Mufes were debauched at Court & 
On ^ each«nenrate firing they taught tiM nota 
To pant» or tremble through an Eunuch^s tiifoat* 

But d Britain, changeful as a Child at play. 
Now calls-in Princes, and now turns away* 
Now Whig, no(w Toiy, what we lovM we ha€e } 
Now all for Pleafure, now for Church or State s 
Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws i 
Effe£ls unhappy ! from a Noble Cau&. 

e Time was, a fober Engliihman would kiK>ck 
His fenrants up, and rife by fivt o^clock, 
Inftruft his Family in every rule. 
And fend his Wife to Church, his Son to School. 
To f worship like his Fathers, was his care j 
To teach their ^gal Virtues to his H«r ; 
To prove, that Luxury could never hold $ 
And place, on good s Security, his Gold* 



Nunc c tibicinibus, nunc eft gavifa tragoedis : 
d Sub nutrice puella velut fi luderet infs^is. 
Quod cupide petiit, mature plena reliquit. 
Quid placet, aut odio eft, quod non mutabile creda 
Hoc paces habuere bonae, ventique fecundi. 
c Romae dulce diu fuit et folemne, reclufa 
Mane domo vigilare, clienti pix>mere jura } 
Scriptos f nominibus re£lis expendere nummos ^ 
e Majoi-es audire, minori dicere, per quae 
Crefcere i-es poflet, minui damnofa libido* 
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nes an duuag'd, and one ^ Poetic Itch 
I'd the Court and Chy, poor and rich : 170 

\re99 and Grandilresy all will w^ar the bays, 
ivc^ vead Milton, and our Daughters Plays » 
atres and to Rehearfals throng, 

I our Grace at table is a Song. 

{q oft renounce the Mufes, i lye, 175 

— 's felf e*er tells more Fibbs duin I ^ 
ick of Muffiy ouri^ollies we deplore, 
oflviie our beft Friends to rhynie no more i 
ke next wttoming ua a raging fit* 

II for p^ and ink to ihow our Wit. 1.8a 
ferv'd a. Trenticeihip, who £bts up (hpp $ 

ry*d on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop { 
EUdcliff s Dolors travel firft to France, 
e to pra^fe till they've leam'd to dance, 
lilds a Bridge that never drove a pile ? i8| 

1 Ripley venturej^ all the world would fmile) 
loie who cannot write, and thofe who can, 
me, and fcrawl, and feribble, to a man. 

Yet, 

t mentem populus levis, h et calet uno 

ii ftttdio : puerique patreicpie feveri 

comas vin^ti coenant, et carmina di^ant. 

>, qui nullos me afErmo fcribere verfus, 

r ^ Fardiis mendacior 3 et prius orto 

pi, calamum et chartas et fcrinia pofco. 

n agere ignarus navis timet : abrotonum aegr^ 

det, niii qui didicit, dare : quod medicorum eft, 

lint 1 medici : tra^hmt fabrilia fabri : 

imus indo^ do^iqu^poemata pufTistv. 



And knows no lofTes while the Mufe is kind. 
To r cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Pet 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere met 
Enjoys his Garden and his Book in quiet s 
And then— a perfeft Hermit in his « diet. 
Of little ufe the Man you may fuppofe. 
Who fays in verfe what others fay in profe j 
Yet let me ihow, a Poet 's of ibme weight. 
And (' though no Soldier) ufeful to the State. 
* What will a Child learn fooner than a fong ? 
What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or ihort, each accent where to pla( 
And fpeak in public with fome fort of grace. 



'^ Hie error tamen et levis haec infania, quan 
Virtutes heabeat, dc collige : vatis » avanis 
Non temere eft animas : P verfus amat> hoc ftudi 
Detiimenta, q fugas fervorum^ incendia ridet ) 
Non ^ fraudem focio, puerove incogitat ullam 
Pupillo ? vivit iiliquisi et pane fecundo * i 
t Militise quanquam piger et mains, utilis urbi 
Si das hoc, parvis quoque rebus magna juvari j 
' 0$ tenerum pueri balbumque poeta figunUi 
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I fcarcc can think him fuch a worthlefs thing, 
Unlefs he praife fome Monfter of a King i 210 

Or Virtue, or Religion turn to fport. 
To pleafe a lewd, or unbelieving Court, 
Unhappy Dryden!— In all Charles's days, 
Kofcommon only boafts unfpotted bays ; 
And in our own (excufe fome Courtly ftains) 215 

No whiter page than Addlfon remains. 
He, ^ from the taftc obfcene reclaims our youth. 
And fets the Pailions on the fide of Truth, 
Forms the foft bofom with the gentleft art, 
, And pours each human Virtue in the heait. 220 

Let Ireland tell,- how Wit upheld her caufe. 
Her trade fupported, and fupplied her laws ; 
And leave on Swift this grateful verfe engravM, 
** The Rights a Court attacked, a Poet fav'd." 
Behold the hand that wrought a Nation's cure, 225 

Strctch'd to « relieve the Idiot and the Poor, 
Proud Vice to brand, or injur'd Worth adorn. 
And y ftretch the Ray to ages yet unboni. 
Not but there are, who merit other palms ; 
Hopkins and Stemhold glad the heait with Pfalms : 230 
The z Boys and Girls whom charity maintains. 
Implore your help in thefe pathetic fti-ains : 

How 

Torquet ^ ab obfcoenis jam nunc fermonibus aurem j 
Mox etiam pe^his praeceptts format amicis, 
Afperitatis, et invidiae correftor, et irae ; 
Refte fa£la refert 5 y orientia tempora notis 
Inftniit exemplis 5 « inopem folatur etaegrum. 
Caftis cum * pueris ignara puella mgiviu 
Vol. IL Q^ 
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How could Devotion ^ touch the coimtry pews, 
Unlefs the Gods beftow'd a proper Mtife ? 
Verfe cheers their leifm*e, Verfeaflifts their work, 135 
Verfe prays for Peace, or lings down c Pope and Turk. 
The filenc'd Preacher yields to potent drain. 
And feels that grace his prayer befotight in. vain. $ 
The bleffing thrills through all the labouring tim>ng. 
And J Heaven is won by Violence of Song* 240 

Oar a rtoral Anceftors, widi little bleft. 
Patient of labour when, the* end was. raft,. 
InduIgM the day that housM their annual grain. 
With feafls, and offerings, and a thankful ftrain : 
The joy their wives, their Tons, and Servants (hare, 245 
Eafe of their toil, and partners of dieir care : 
The laugh, the jeft, attendants on. the bowl, 
Smootlf d every bww, and open*d eveiy foul ; 

With 

Dlfceret unde ^ preces, vatem^ni Mufa dediffet ? 
Pofcit opem chorus, et praefentia numina fentit ; 
Coeleftes implorat aquas, do£ta prece blandus ; 
Avenit morbos, c metuenda pericula pelHt; 
Impetiat et pacem, et loeupletem frugibus annum. 
^ Carmine Di fuperi piacantur, caimine Manes. 

e Agricolae prifci, fortes, parvoque beati, 
Condi ta poft frumenta, levantes tempore fefto 
Corpus et ipfum animum fpe £nis dura ferentcxn^ 
Cum fociis opeinun pueris et conjuge fida, 
rellurem porco, Silvanun» la^e piabant, 
Floribus et vino Genium memoi^ni bievis aevi* 
Ffflcsniilnaper hunc inventa licentia moreoi 
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With growing years the pleafing Licence grew. 

And ^ Taunts alternate innocently flew. * 250 

But Times corrupt, and s Nature ill-inclin'd, 

ProducM the point that left a fting behind ; 

Tilly fiiend with friend, and families at ftrife. 

Triumphant Malice rag'd through private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or fear'dit, took th' alarm, 155 

Ap^eal'd to Law, and Jufticel ent her arm. 

At length, by wholefome h dread of ftatutes bound. 

The Poets leam'd to pleafe, and not to wound : 

Moft warp'd to i Flattery's fide 5 but fome, more nice, 

Prefeft'd the freedom, and forebore the vice. 260 

Hence Satire rofe, that juft the medium hit. 

And heals with morals what it hurts with Wit. 

k We conquered France, but felt our Captive's charms 5 
Her Arts viftorious triumph'd o'er our Arms 5 

Britain 

' Verfibus altemis opprobria ruftica fudit ; 
Libertafque rccurrentes accepta per annos 
Lufit amabiliter : 5 donee jam faevus apertam 
In rabiem coepit verti jocus, et per honeftas 
Ire domos impune minax. doluei*e cruento 
Dente lacefTiti : fuit inta£lis quoque cura 
Conditione fuper communi : ^ quin etiam lex 
Poenaque lata, malo quae noUet carmine quemquam 
Defcribi. veitere modum, foimidine fuftis 
Ad ^ bene dicendujtn, dele6landumque reda^li. 
k Graecia capta ferum vi6ioi'em cepit, et artes 
Intulitagrefti Latio. fie horridus ille 
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Britain to foft refinements lefs a foe. 
Wit grew polite, and l Nnmbcrs leam'd to 
Waller was fmooth ; but Diyden taught to 
The varying verfe, the full.refounding line. 
The long majeftic March, and Energy divin 
Though ftill Come traces of our m ruftic vein 
And fplayfoot verfe remainM, and will rema 
Late, very late, corre6hiefs grew our care. 
When the tir*d Nation » breath'd from civil 
Exaft o Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, 
Show'd.us that France had fomething to adx 
Not but the P Tragic fpirit was our own. 
And full in ^hakefp€are,'fair in Otway fhon 
But Otway fail'd to polifh or refine. 
And q fluent Shakefpeare fcarce effaced a lit 
Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot. 
The lail and greateft Art, the Art to blot. 



Defluxit 1 numenis Satumius, et grave virus 
Munditiae pepulere : fed in longum tamen t 
Manferunt, hodieque manent, « veftigia rur 
Serus enim Graecis admovit acumina chartii 
Et poft " Punica bclh. quietus quaerere coep 
Quid o Sophocles et Thefpis et A efchylus uti! 
I^ntavit quoque rem, fi digne vertere poffct 
Et placuit fibi, natura fublimis et^accr: 
Nam P fpirat tragicum fatis, et feliciter aude 
Sed s turpem putat infcite metuitque lituram 
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Some doubt, if equal pains> or equal fire. 

The ' humbler Mufe of Comedy require. 

But in known Images of life, I guefs 

The labour gieater, as th' indulgence lefs », 185 

Obferve how feldom ev'n the beft fucceed : 

Tell me if ' Congrevc's Fools aie Fools indeed ? 

What pert low Dialogue has Farquhar writ ! 

How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit ! 

The ftage how loofely " does Aftisea tread, 290 

Who fairly puts all Characters to bed ! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws. 

To make poor Pinkey "^ eat with vaft applaufe ! 

But fill their ^ purfe, our Poet's work is done. 

Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 191 

O you ! whom /Vanity's light bark conveys 
On Fame's mad voyage by the wind of praifc. 
With what a fhifting gale your courfe you ply, 

For ever funk too low, or borne too high I 

Who 

Creditor, ex r medio quia res arceflit, habere 
Sudoris minimum ; fed habet Comoedia tanto 
Plus oneris, quanto veniae minus '. afpice, Plautus 
Quo pafto t partes tutetur amantis ephebi, 
Ut patris attenti, lenonis ut infidiofi : 
Quantus fit Doffennus ^ edacibus in parafitis ; 
Quam ^ non aftrifto percurrat pulpita focco. 
Geftit enim x nummum in loculos demlttere : pofl: hoc 
Securus, cadat an re6lo ftet fabula talo. 

Quem tulit ad fcenam y ventofo gloria cunuj 
Exanimat Icntus fpe^lator, feduUvs ixv^^t •. 
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Who pants for glory finds but fhort rcpofe, 
A breath revives him, or a breath overthrows. 
2 Farewell the ftage ! if juft as thrives the plajr. 
The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

a There ftill remains, to mortify a Wit, 
The many-headed Monfter of the Pit} 
A fenfelefs, worthiefs, and unhono\ir*d crowd : 
Who, ^ to difturb their betters mighty proud, 
Clattering their fticks before ten lines are fpoke. 
Call for the Farce, c the Bear, or the Blaclc-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons Farce affoi*ds ! 
Ever the Tafte of Mobs, but now ^ of Lords ; 
(Tafte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes) 
Tlie Play ftands ftill ; damn aftion and difcourfe. 
Back fly the fccnes, and enter foot, « and horfe ; 

Page 

Sic leve, fie pai-vum eft, animum quod laudis avan 
Subruit, ac rcficit : ^' valcat rc» ludicra, fi me 
Palma negata iiiacrum, donata reducit opimum. 
* Saepe etiam audacem fugat hoc terrctque poetam 
Quod numero plures, virtute ct honore minores 
Indofti, fl:olidiquc, et b depugnare parati 
Si difcordet equcs, media inter carmina pofcunt 
Aut c urfum aut pugiles : his nam piebecula gaude 
Verum ^ equitis quoque jam migravit ab aure volup 
Omnis, ad incertos oculos, et gaudia vana. 
Quatuor aut plures aulaea premuntur in horas ; 
Dum fugiunt c cquitum turmae, peditumquc cater\'5 
Mox trahitur manibus regum fortuna rctortis 5 
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Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn , 

Peers, Heralds, BiHiops, Ermin, Gold and Lawn ; 

The Champion too ! and, to complete the jeft, 

Old Edwajrd's Armonr beams on Gibber's breaft. 

With f laughter fure ]>eniocntu8 had dy'd, 320 

Had he beheld an Audience gape fo wide. 

Let Bear^MT s Elephant be e*ei* fo white, 

The people, fure, the people are the fight '. 

Ah lucklefs * Poet h ftretch thy lungs and roar. 

That Bear or Elephant ihall heed thee more j 325 

While all its * throats the gallay extends, 

And all the Thunder of Ae Pit afcends ! 

Loud as the Wolves, on ^ Orca's ftormy fteep. 

Howl to the roarings of the Noothem deep. 

Such is the fliout, the long-applauding note, 330 

At QuiB^s high plume, or Oldfield's 1 petticoat j 

Or 

Eifeda feftinant, pilenta, petorrita, naves j 
<^aptivum portatur cbur, captiva Corinthus. 
f Si foret in terris, rideret Democritusj feu 
Diverium confufa genus panthera camelo, 
Sive g elephas albus vulgi converteret pra« 
Spe£lare^ fopulum Wdk attentius ipfis, 
Ut Gb'i praebentem miaio fpe^acula plura : 
Scriptores autem ^ narrare putaret afello 
Fabellam furdo. nam quae i pervincere voces 
Evaluere fonum, referuat qiiem no^ra theatra ? 
^ Oarganum mugtre putes nemus, aut mare Tufcum. 
Tanto cum ftpepitu ludi fpe6)Lantur, et artes, 
J Divitiaeqife peregrinac : quibus « oblitus after 
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Or when from Court a birth-day fuit bcftow*d. 

Sinks the "» loft After in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters — hark ! theuniverfal peal I 

« But has he fpoken ?" Not a fyllable. : 

What fhook the ftagc, and made the people ftare ? 

".Cato's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer'd ch; 

Yet, left you think I railly more than teach. 
Or praife malignly Arts I cannot reach. 
Let me for once prefume t' inftruft the times, i 

To know the Poet from the man of rhymes : 
'Tis he o who gives my breaft a thoufand pains. 
Can make me feel each Paffion that he feigns ; 
Inrage, compofe, with more than magic Art, 
With pity, and with terror, tear my heait ; 3 

And fnatch me, o'er the eaith, or through the air. 
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where, 

P But not this part of the Poetic ftate 
Alone, deferves the favour of the Great : 

Thi 

Cum ftctit in fcena, concumt dextera laevae. 

Dixit adhuc aliquid ? nil fane. Quid placet ergo ? 

" Lana Tarentino violas imitata veneno. 

Ac ne forte putes me, quae facere ipfe recufem^ 

Cum refle traftent alii, laudare nialigne 5 

Ille per extentum funem mihi pofle videtur 

Ire poeta ; •^ meum qui pe^us inaniter angit, 

Irritat, mulcet, falAs terroribus implet, 

Ut magnus ; et modo me Thebis, modo ponit Atheni 

P Varum age, et his, qui fe. leftori credere malunty 

Quam /peflatoris faftidia fenrc fuperbi. 



Ep. I. IMITATIONS OF HORACE. tjs 

g^hink of thofe Authors, Sir, who would rely 350 

More on a Reader's fenfe, than Gazer's eye. 
Or who (hall wander where the Mufes fmg ? 
Who climb their mountain, or who tafte their fpnng ? 
How fhall we fill ^ a Libi-ary with Wit, 
When Merlin's Cave is half unfurnifli'd yet? 355 

My Liege ! why Writers little claim your thought, 
I guefs ; and, with their leave, will tell the fault : 
We ^ Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 
Of all mankind, the crea^res moil abfurd : 
The s feafon, when to come, and when to go, 360 

To fing, or ceafe to fmg, we never know 5 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten. 
You lofe your patience juft like other men. 
Then too we hurt ourfelves, when, to defend 
A * flngle verfe, we quarrel with a friend ; 365 

Repeat «. unaik'd; ^ lament, the Wit's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out every line ; 
But moft, when, ftraining with too weak a wing. 
We needs will write Epiftles to the King ; 

And 

Curam impende brevem : fi 1 munus Apolline dignum 
Vis complere libris j et vatibus addere calcar, 
Ut Audio majore petant Helicona virentem. 

r Multa quidem no'bis facimus mala faepe poetae, 
(Ut vineta egomet caedam mea) cum tibi libnim 
' Solicito damns, aut feffo : cum laedimur, ^ unum 
Si quis amicorum eft aufus reprendere verfum t 
Cum loca jam " recitata revolvimus irrevocati : 
Cvm V lamentamur aon apparere labores 
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And X from the moment we oblige the town, 33# 

Expeft a place, or Penfion from the Crown ; 

Or, dubb'd Hiftorians by exprefs command, 

T' enroll yonr triumphs o'er the feas and land. 

Be caird to Court to plan fome work divine. 

As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 375 

Yet 7 think, great Sir ! (fo many Virtues ihown) 
Ah think, what Poet beft may make them known ? 
Or chufe at leaft fome Minifter of Orace, 
Fit to beftow the * Laureat's#vreiglity place. 

a Charies, to late times to be tranfmittcd fair, 380 
AfTign'd his figure to Bernini's care j 

And 



Nofh'os, et tenui dedu6la poemata file ; 
Cum X fperamus eo rem venturam, ut, fimul atque 
Carmina refcieris nos fingere, commodus ultro 
Arceflas, €t egere vetes, et fcribere cogas. 
Sed tamen eft Y operae pretium cognofcere, quaks 
Aedituos habeat belli fpeftata domique 
Viitus, * indigno non committenda poetae. 
a Gratus Alexandro regi Magno fuit ille 
Choerilus, incultis qui veriibus et male natit 
Rettulit acceptos, regale ninniima, Philippog. 
Sed veluti tra<5lata not;un labemque remittunt 
Atramenta, fere fcriptores carmine foedo 
Splendida fa6la linunt. idem rex ille, poema 
Qni tarn ridiculum tam care prodigus emitj 
Edi6lo vetuit, ne quis fe praeter Apcllem 
FJngeret, aut alius Lyfippo duceret acA 
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And b great Naflau to Knellcr's hand decreed 

To fix hina graceful on the bounding Steed ; 

So well in paint and ftone they judged of merit : 

But Kings in Wit may want difceming Spirit. 385 

The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one penfion'd Quarles-j 

Which made old Ben and furly Dennis fwear, 

<* No Lord's anointed, but a c Rufllan Bear.'* 

Not withfuch '^ majefty, fuch bold relief, 390 

The Forms auguft, of King, or conquering Chief, 
E'er fweird on marble ; as in verfc have (hin'd 
(In polifh'd verfe) the manners and the Mind. 
Oh 1 could I mount on the Maeonian wing, 
Your « Arms, your Aftions, your Repofe to fmg '395 
What ^ feas you travers'd, and what fields you foughl I 
Your Country's Peace, how oft, how deai-Iy bought ! 

How 

Fortis ^ Aiexandri vultum fimulantia. quod fi 
Judicium fubtile videndis artibus illud 
Ad libros et ad hacc Mufarum dona vocares ; 
c Boeotum in craflb jurares acre natura. 

[At neque dedecorant tua de fe judicia, atque 
Munera quae multa dantis cum laude tulerunt, 
Dile^i tibi Virgilius Variufque poetae 5] 

Nee magis expreffi ^ vultus per ahenea figna, 
Quam per vatis opus mores animique viroi-um 
Clarorum apparent, nee fermones ego mallem 
Repentes per humum, ^ quam res componere geftaSi 
Terrarumque ^ fitus et fluxnina dicere, et arces 
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How g bai^barous fageTubfided at your word, 
And Nations wonderM while they droppM the fwoi 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and deep, 
h Peace ftole her wing, and wrapt the world in flee 
Till earth's extremes your mediation own. 
And i Afia's Tyrants tiemble at your Throne— 
But ^ Verfe, alas ! your Majefty difdains j 
And I'm not us'd to Panegyric drains : 
The Zeal of * Fools offends at any time, 
But mod of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 
Befides, a fate attends on all I write, 
That when I aim at praife, they fay «™ I bite. 
A vile " Encomium doubly ridicules : 
There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a « woful likenf fs 5 and if lyes, 
** Praife imdeferv'd is fcandal in difguife :" 

Montibus impofitas, et S barbara regna, tuifque 
Aufpiciis totum * confefta duella per orbem, . 
Clauftraque *» cuftodem pacis cohibentia Janum, 
Et i fonnidatam Parthis, te principe, Romam : 
Si quantum cuperem, poflTem quoque. fed neque pai 
^ Carmen majeftas recipit tua ; nee mens audet 
Rem tentare pudor, quam vires ferre recufent. 
Sedulitas autem ' ftulte, quem diligit, urget j 
Praecipue cum fe numeris commendat et arte. 
Difcit enim citius, meminitque libentius illud 
Quod quis « deridet, quam quod probat et vcncrat 
Nil moror " officium, quod megravat: ac neque f 
In pejus vultu proponi cereus ufquam. 
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Well may he P blu/h, who gives it, or receives 5 

^nd when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 415 

[Like Journals, Odes, and fuch forgotten things 

A.S Eufden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) 

1 Clothe fpice, line trunks, or, fluttering in a row. 

Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 

Nee prave fa6lis decorari verfibus opto : * , 

Ne P rubeam pingui donatus munere, et una 
Cum fcriptore meo capfa porreftus aperta, 
1 Deferar in vicum vendentem tlms et odores, 
Et piper, et quicquid chartis amicitur ineptis. 
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BOOK II. EPISTLE 11 

** Ludcntis fpeclehi dabit, Sc tprquebitur.*' H< 

DEAR CoPnel, Cobham^s and your count 
Friend I 
You love a Verfe, take fuch as I can fend. 
^ A Frenchman cotAes, prefents you with his Boy^ 
Bows, and begins—'' This Lad, Sir, is of Bldis i 
<' Obferve his ihape how clean ! his locks how curl 
** My only fon, I 'd have him fee the world i 
*« His French is pure ; his Voice too— yoii ihall hca 
*' Sir, he 's your flave, for twenty pound a year. 
** Mere wax 3s yet, you faihion him with eafe, 
♦« Your Barber, Cook, Upholfterer, what you pleafe 
** A perfeft genius at an Opera fong— 
** To fay too much, might do my honour wrong. 

E P I S T O L A II. 

T? L O R E, bono claroque fidelis amicc Neroni, 
•* ^ Si quis forte velit puerum tibi v.-ndere natum 
Tibure vel Gabiis, ct tecum fic agat : " Hie et 
«« Candidus, et talcs a vertice pulcher ad imos, 
** Fiet eritque tuus nummorum millibus o^loj 
** Vema miniftcriis ad nutus aptus heriles ; 
** Litterulis Graecis imbutus, idoneus arti 
<< Cuilibet : argilla quidvis imitaberis uda : 
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** Take him with all his virtues, on my woid; 

<* His whole ambition was to fcnc a Lord : 

** But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part ? 1 5 

** Though faith, I fear, 'twill break his Mother's heart, 

*« Once (and but once) I caught him in a lie, 

" And then, unwhippM, he had tlie gi-ace to cry : 

« The fault he has I fairly (hall reveal, 

*< (Could you o'erlook but that) it is, to ftcal." ao 

c If, after this, you took the graceful lad. 
Could you complain, my Fiiend, he proved fo bad ? 
Faith, in fuch cafe, if you fhould profecute, 
I think Sir Godfrey ftiould. decide the fuit j 
Who fent the Thief that ftolc the Cafli, away, 25 

And puniftiM him that put it in his way. 

d Coafider then, and judge me in this light ; 
I told you when I went, I could not write j 

You 

*f Quin etiam canet indodhim, fed dulce bibenti. 
*« Multa fidem promiffa levant, ubi picnius aequo 
** Laudat venales, qui vult exti-udcre, merces. 
** Res urget me nulla : meo fum pauper in acre. 
'^ Nexno hoc mangonum faceret tibi : non temcrc a me 
** Qui vis ferret idem : femel hie ceflavit, et (ut fit) 
** In fcalis latuit metuens pendentis habenae : 
** Des nummos, exccpta nihil te fi fuga laedit/' 

c Ille ferat prctium, poenae fecurus, opinor. 
Pradens emlfti vitiofum: difla tibi eft lex. 
Infequeris tamen hunc, et lite raoraris Iniqua. 

^ Dixi me pigrum proficifcenti tibi, dixi 
Talibus ofticiis prop^ maQcunx j ne m^a iaevus. 
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You faid the fame ; and are you difcontcnt 
With laws, to which you gave your own afieat ? 
Nay worfe, to aik for Verfe at fuch a time ! 
D'ye think me good for nothing but to rh}Tiie > 

« In Anna's Wars, a Soldier poor and old 
Had dfearly earn'd a little puife of gold : 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one lucklefs night. 
He flept, poor dog ! and loft it, to a doit. 
This put the man in fuch a defperate mind, ^-» 
Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd, 
Againft the foe, himfelf, and all mankind. 
He leap'd the trenches, fcal'd a Caftle-wall, 
Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 
*' Prodigious well 5" his great Commander cry'd. 
Gave him much praife, and fome reward beHde. 
Next, pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter 
(Its name I know not, and 'tis no great matter) ; 



Jurgares ad te quod epiftola nulla venii*et. 
Quid turn profeci, mecum facientia jura 
Si tamen attentas ? quereris fuper hoc etiam, quod 
Expcftata tibi non mittam cannina mendax. 

« Luculli miles collefta viatica multis 
Aerumnis, laffus dum noSiu ftertit, ad aflem 
Perdiderat : poft hoc vehemens lupus, ct fibi ct hoft; 
Iratus pariter, jejunis dentibus acer, 
Praefidium regale loco dejecit, ut aiunt, 
Summe munito, et multarum divite rerum. 
CJarus ob id fa6lum, donis ornatur honeftis, 
Accjpit et bis dcna fupti {t^crU^TcoanmCira, 
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*« Go on, my Friend, (he cry'd) fee yonder walls 1 

** Advance and conquer ! go where glory calU I 

•* More honours, more rewards, attend the brave." 

Don't you remember what reply he gave ? 

« D*ye think me, noble General, fuch a Sot? 50 

** Let him take caftles who has ne'er a groat." 

f Bred up at home, full early I begtin 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus' fon. 
Befides, my Father taught me from a lad. 
The better art to know the good from bad i 55 

(And little fure imported to remove. 
To hunt for Truth in Maudlin's learned grove.) 
But knottier points we knew not half fo well> 
Depriv'd us foon of om* paternal Cell | 

And 
'■ I ■ " I II. .. I ■ I 

Forte fub hoc tempus caftellum evertei-e praetor 
Nefcio quod cupiens, hortari coepit eundem 
Verbis, quae timido quoque pofTent addere mentem : 
I, bone, quo virtus tua te vocat : i pede faufto, 
GraBdia laturus meritorum praemia : quid ftas ? 
Poft haec ille catus, quantumvis rufticus, «* Ibit, 
** Ibit eo, quo vis, qui zonam perdidit, inquit." 

f Romae nutriri mihi contigit, atque doceri, 
Iratus Graiis quantum nocuifiet Achilles, 
Adjecere bonae paulo plus artis Athenae: 
Scilicet ut pofiem curvo dignofcere re6lum, 
Atque inter fylvas Academi quaerere verum, 
Dura fed emovere loco me tempora grato i 
Civilifque rudem belli tulit aeftus in anra, 
Caefaris Augufti noi^ refponfura lacertis« 

Vol. II. R 
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And ceitain Laws, by fufferers thought unjuft, 60 

Deny'd all pofts of profit or of truft : 

Hopes after hopes of pious Paprfts faii'd. 

While mighty William's thundering ann prevailed. 

Fisr Right Hereditary tax*d and fin'd. 

He ftuck to poverty with peace of mind j 6^ 

And me, the Mufes help'd to undergo it j 

Convift a Papift he, and I a Poet. 

But (thanks to Homer) fincc I live and thrive. 

Indebted to np Prinee or Peer alive, 

Sure I (hould want th^ cai-e of ten Moni-ocs, 70 

If I would fcribble, rather than repofe. 

g Years following years, fleal fomething every day, 
At laft they fteal us from ourfelves away 5 
In one our Frolics, one Amufements end. 
In* one a Miftrefs drops, in one a Friend : 75 

This fubtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it leave me, if it fnatch my rhyme ? 
If every wheel of that unweary'd Mill> 
That tum'd ten thoufand verfes, now Hands ftill ? 

Undo fimul primum me demifere Philippi, 

Decifis humilem pennis, inopemque patemi 

£t laiis et fundi, paupertas impulit audax 

Ut vcrfus facerem : fed, quod non dcfit, habentem. 

Quae poterunt unquam fatis expurgare cicutac^ 

Ni melius dormire putem, quam fcribcre verfits } 

g Singula de nobis anni praedantur euntes i 
Eiipuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum; 
Tcndunt cxtorqu^re poemata. quid faciam vis ? 
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k But after all, what would you have me do ? So 
When out of twenty I can pleafe not two j 
When this Heroics only deigns to praife. 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the Pheafant*s wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roaft an egg. g^ 

Hard taflc ! to hit the palate of fuch gucfts. 
When Oldiield loves, what Dartineuf detefts. 

i But grant I may rclapfe, for want of grace. 
Again to rhyme : can London be the place ? ' 
Who there his Mufc, or felf, or foul attends, 90 

In crouds, and courts, law, bufinefs, feafts, and friends ? 
My counfel fends to execute a deed : 
A Poet begs me I will hear him read : 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten for certain, Sir, in Bloomfl>ury fquare— 95 
Before the Lords at twelve my Caufe comes on — 
There's a Rehearfal, Sir, exaft at one.— 

"Oh 

k Denique non omnes eadem roirantur amantque. 
Carmine tu gaudes : hie dele£^atur iambis $ 
Hie Bioneis fermonibus, et fale nigro. 
Tres mihi convivae prope difientire videntur^ 
Polcentes vario multum diverfa palato. 
.Quid dem ? quid non dem ? renuis quod tu, jubet al(«r t 
Quod petis, id fane eft invifum acidumque duobu8« 

1 Praeter caetera me Romaene poemata cenfes 
Scrijbere pofle, inter tot curas totque labores ? 
Hie fponfum vocat, hie auditum fcripta, relics 
Omnibus officiit : cubat hie in coU« Quirini^ 
Ra 
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" Oh but a Wit can ftudy in the ftreets, 

** And raife his mind above the mob he meets." 

Not quite fo well however as one ought j loo 

A hackney-coach may chance to fpoil a thought 5 

And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ableft head. 

Have you not feen, at GuildhalPs narrow pafs, 

Two Aldermen difpute it with an Afs ? 105 

And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 

Ev'n to their own S-r-v — nee in a Car ? 

^ Go, lofty Poet I and in fuch a croud. 
Sing thy fonorous verfe— but not aloud. 
Alas ! to Grottoes and to Groves we run, 1 10 

To eafe and filence, every Mufe's fon : 
Blackmore himfelf, for any grand effort, 
Would drink and doze at Tooting or Earrs-Court. 
How (hall I rhyme in this eternal roar ? 
How match the bards whom none e^r match'd before ? 

The 

Hie extrtmo in Aventino j vifcndus uterqtre. 
Intervalla vides humane commoda. ** Verum 
•* Purae funt plateae, nihil ut meditantibus obftet.* 
Feftinat calidus mulis gerulifque redemtor : 
Torquet nunc lapidem, nunc ingcns machina tignam 
Trrftia robuftis lu^antur fiinera plauftris s 
Hac rabiofa fugit canis, hac lutulenta rait fus^ 
^ I nunc, et verfus tecum meditai'e canoros. 
Scriptorum choras omnis amat nemus, et fugit urbe^. 
Kite diensrBacchi, fomno gaudentis et umbra. 
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} The Man, who, ftretch'd in Ifis' calm retreat. 
To books and ftudy gives feven years complete, 
See { ftrowM with learned duft, his nightcap on. 
He walks, an objedl new beneath the Am I 
The boys flock roimd him, and the people ftare : x zo J 
So ftifT, fo mute 1 fome ftatne you would fwear, ^ 

Stept from its Pedeftal to take the air"! J 

And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
V^ith mobs, and duns, and ibldiera, at their doors ; 
Shall I, in London, 28: this idle part? 125 

Compofmg Tongs, for Fools to get by heart? 

» The Temple late two brother Sergeants few. 
Who decm'd each other Oracles of Law 5 
With equal talents, thefe congenial fouls. 
One luird th" Exchequer, and one ftunn'd the Roils j 
Each had a gravity would make you fplit. 
And fhook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 

'Twas,' 

Tu me inter ftrepitus noflumos atquc diunios 
Vis canere, et contra6la fequi veftlgia vatum ? 

1 Ingenium, iibi quod vacuas defumlit Athenas, 
Et fhidiis annos feptem dedit, infenuitque 
Libris et curis, ftatua tacitumius exit 
Plenimque, et rifu populum quadt ; hic ego renim 
FluAibus in mediis, et tempeftatibus urbis, 
Verba lyrae motura fonum conne6lere digner ? 

"Frater eratRomae confulti rhetor 5 ut alter 
Altcrius fermone meros audiret honores : 
Gracchus ut hic illi, foret huic ut Mucius ilk. 
Qiii minus argutos vcxat furor iftc poetas ? 
R3 
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'Twas, " Sir, your law"— -*f and " Sir, yourdoqtience,'* 
•• Yours, Cowpcr's manner— and yours, Talbot's fenfc.'' 
n Thu^ we 4i^po£b of all poetic merit, 135 

Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer^s fpirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakefpearc, and heUl fwear the Nine, 
Dear Cibbcr 1 neVer matched one Ode of thine. 
I.ord ! how we ftinit through Merlin's Cave, to fee 
No Poets there, but Stephen^ you, and me. 140 

Walk with refpe£l behind, while we at eafe 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we plea(e. 
" My dear f ibullus !" if that will not do, 
** Let mfi be Horace, and be Ovid you ; 
** Or, I'm content, allow me Dryden*s ftrains, 14.5 
f' And you (hall rife up Otway for your pains." 
Much do I fu^er, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, wafpiih> wrong-head, rhyming race 5 

And 

n Carmina compono, hie elegos 5 mirabile vifu, 
Caelatumque novem Mufis opus, afpice primum^ 
Quanto cym faftu, quanto moliraine c!rcum- 
fpeftemus vacuam Romanis vatibus aedem. 
Mox etiam (fi forte vacas) fequere, et procul audi. 
Quid ferat, et quare fibi neftat utcrque coronam. 

Caedimur et totidem plagis confumimus hoftem. 

Lento Samnites ad lumina prima duello. 

Difcedo Alcaeus pun£lo illius 5 ille meo quis? 

Quis, nifi Callimachus ? Q plus adpofcere vifijs : 

Fit MImnermus, et optivo cognomine crefcit. 

Miilta fero, ut placem genus irritabijc vatum. 

Cum fcribo, et fupplex pojpuli fuffiagia capto 1 
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And much muft flatter^ if the whim (hould bite 
To court applaufe by printing what I write : 1 50 

But let the fit pafs o'er, I'm wife enough 
To ftop my ears to their confounded ftufF. 

« In vain, bad Rhymers all mankind rejeft, 
Tiiey ti-eat themfelyes with moft profound rcfpeft 5 
'Tis to fraall purpofe that you hold your tongue, 155 
Each praisM. within^ is happy all day long t 
But how fevercly with themfelvcs proceed 
The men, who write fuch Vcrfe as we can read ? 
Their own ftri»5t Judges, not a word they fpare. 
That wants or force, or light, oi* weight, or care, 160 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place, / 
Nay though at Court (perhaps) it may find grace; 
Such they' 11 degrade 5 and fometimes, in its flead, 
P In downright charity revive the dead j 

Mark 

Idem, finitis fhidiis, et mente recepta, 
Obturem patulas impune legentibus aures. 

o Ridentur mala qui componunt carmina : verum 
Gaudent faibentes, et fe venerantur, et ultro, 
Si taceas, laudant ; quidquid fcripfere, beati. 
At qui legitimum cupiet feciffe poema. 
Cum tabulis animum cenforis fumet honefli : 
Audebit quaecunque parum fplendoris habebunt, 
Et fine pondere enint, et honore indigna ferentur. 
Verba movere loco ; quamvis invita recedant, 
Et verfentur adhuc intra penetralia Veftae : 
p Obfcurata diu populo bonus eruet, atque 
Proferet in iucem fpeciofa vocabula rei-um. 
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Mark where a bold expreflive phrafe appears, 165 

Bright through the rubbiih of fome hundred yetrs ) 

Command old words that long have Aept, to wake. 

Words, that wife Bacon, or brave Rawleigh fpake | . 

Or bid the new be Englifli, ages hence, 

(For Ufe will father what's begot by Senfe) 170 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 

Serenely pure, and yet divinely ftrong. 

Rich with the treafures of each foreign tongue 5 

Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine. 

But (how no mercy to an empty line : 1 75 

Then polifh all, with fo much life and eafe. 

You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to pleafe t 

*< But eafe in writing flows from Art, not chance; 

** As thofe move eafieft who have leam'd to dance." 

q If fuch the plague and pains to write by rule, iSo 
Better (fay I) be pleased, and play the fool 5 

Call 

Quae prifcis memorata Catonibus atque Cethegis, 
Nunc fitus infonnis premtt ct deferta vetuftas : 
Adfcifcet nova, quae genitor produxerit ufus : 
Vehemens et liquidus, puroque fimillimus amni, 
Fundet opes, Latiumque beabit divite lingua : 
Luxuriantia compefcet: nimis afpera fano 
Levabit cultu, virtute carentia toilet : 
Laudentis fpeciem dabit, torquebitur, ut qui 
Nunc Satyrum, nunc agreftcm Cyclopa movetur. 
q Praetulerim fcriptor delii-us inerfque videri, 
Bum mea deleftent mala me, vel denique fallant, 
Quam fapere, et ringi. TmiI Y«.>\d \^TvobiU» Argit, 
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1, if you willy bad rhyming a difeafe, 

rlyes men happinefs^ or leaves them eafe* 

ere liv'd in primo Georgii (they record) 

otrorthy member, no fmall fool, a Lord; XI5 

10, though the Houfe was up, delighted fate» 

urd, noted, anfwer'd, as in full debate s 

all but this, a man of fober life, 

id of his Friend, and civil to his Wife ; 

t quite a madman, though a pafty fell, 290 

d much too wife to walk into a well. 

n, the damn*d Do6lors and his Friends immured, 

ey bled, they cupp'd, they purgM| in ihort, they 

cur'd : 
tiereat the gentleman began to ftare— 
f Friends ! he cry'd, p— x take you for your care ! 195 
at frpm a Patriot of diftingui(h*d note, 
ve bled and purg'd me to a fimple Vote. 

Well, 

i fe credebat miros audire tragoedos, 
vacuo laetus feffor plauforque theatro : 
etera qui vitae fervaret munia reflo 
ore ; bonus fane vicinus, amabilis hoipes, 
mis in uxorem ? poflet qui ignofcere fervis, 
figno laefo non infanire lagenae : 
[Tet qtii rupem, et puteum vitare patentem. 
: ubi cognatorum opibus curifque refe6his, 
pulit elkboro morbum bilemque meraco, 
redit ad fefe t Pol me occidiftis, amici, 
n fei-vaftis, ait ; cui fie extorta voluptas, 
demptus per vim mentis gratiflimus enot^ 
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r Well, on ^e whole, plain profe muft be mj fa 
Wifdora (curfe on it) will come foon or late. 
There is a time when Poets will grow dull : 
I'll e'en leave veirfts to the boys at fchool : ' 
To i-ules of Poetry no more confinM, 
I'll learn to finooth and harmonize ray Mind, 
Teach every thought within its bounds to roll. 
And keep the equal meafui^ of the Soul. 

• Soon as I enter at my country door, 
My mind refumes die thread it dropt before 5 
Thoughts which at Hyd^-paiic comer I forgot. 
Meet and rejoin roe, in the Pcnfive Grot. 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 
I afk thefe fober queftions of my heart. 

t If, when the more you drink, the more you en 
You tell the Do6ter; when the more you have. 
The more you want, why not with equal eafe 
Confefs as well your Folly, as difcafe ? 
The heart refolves this matter in a trice, 
*< Men only feel the Smart, but not the Vice." 



' Niminim fapere eft abje£lis utile nugis, 
Et tempeftivum pueri^ concedere ludum $ 
' Ac non verba fequi Hdibus modulanda Latinisy 
Sed verae numerofque modofque edifcere vitae. 
Quocirca mecum loquor haec, tacitufque recordor : 

t Si tibi nulla iltim finiret copia lymphae, 
Narrares medicis : quod quanto plura parafti, 
Tanto plursL cupis, nuUine faterier audes ? 
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les gold^ Angelc ceale to cure tiie Evil : • 
ire all royal Witchcraft to the Devil s 
enrile Chaplains cry» that birth and place xto 
Peer with honour^ truth, and grace> 
I that breaft, moft dirty Dean ! be fairy 
n you find out one fuch lodger there ? 
1, not heedipg what your heart can teach, 
> to church to hear thefe Flatterers preach. 225 
^d, could wealth beftow or wit or merit, 
1 of courage, or a fpark of fpirit, 
feft man might biuOi, I mufi agree, 
* lov'd iixpence, more than he. 
there be ti-uth in Law, and Ufe can give 2^0 
»erty, that's your's on which you live. 
ful Abs-couit, if its fields afford 
ruits to youi confefTes you its lord: 

All 

oilnus tibi monftrata radice vel herba 

ret levius, fugeres radice vel herba 

nte nihil curarier : audieras, cui 

i donarint, ille decedere pravam 

am J et, cum fis nihilo fapientior, ex quo 

es, tamen uteris monitoribus ifdem ? 

... • 

divitiae prudentem reddeiie poilent, 

lum timidumque minus te : nempe niberes, 

in terris, te ii quis avarior uno. 

3prium efl, quod quis libra mei'catus et aere t&$ 

m (fi credis confultis) mancipat ufus : 

>afcit ager, tuus efl ; et villicus Orbi, 

getes occat tibi mox frunMnta da.tuu:\H% 
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All X Worldly't hens, nay, partridge, fold to town, 

His venifon too, a guinea makes your own : 135 

He bought at thoufand^^ what with better wit 

You purchafe as you want, and bit by bit 5 

Now, or lon^ fince, what difference will be found ? 

You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

y Heathcote himfelf, and fuch large-acred men, 140 
Lords of fiat R^am, or of Lincoln-fen, 
Buy every ftick of wood that lends them heat % 
Buy every Pullet they aflford to eat. 
Yet thefe are Wights, who fondly call their own 
Half that the Devil overlooks from Lincoln town. 145 
The Laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abhor a Perpetuity (hould ftand : 
Eftates have wings, and hang in Fortune^s power 
» Loofe on the point of every wavering hour. 

Ready, 

Te domlnum fentit. 

X das nummos ; accipis uvam, 
Pullos, ova, cadum, temeti : nempe modo ifto 
Paulatim mercaris agrum, fortafle trecentis, 
Aut etiam fupra nummorum mil^bus emtum. 
Quid refert, vivas numerato nuper, an olim } 

y Emtor Aricini quondam, Veientis et arvi, 
Emtum coenat olus, quamvis aliter putat ; emtis 
Sub no6lem gelidam lignis calefaftat ahenum. 
Sed vocat ufque fuum, qua populus adiita certis 
Limitibus vicina refigit jurgia : tanquam 
« Sit proprium cuiquam, pun6lo quod mobilis horae. 
Nunc prece, nunc pretio, nunc vi, nunc forte fuprema, 
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Ready, by force} or of your own accord, 350 

By fale, at leaft by death, to change their lord, 

Man ? and for ever ? wretch ! what would'll thou have > 

Heir urges heir, like w^ve impelling wave. 

All vaft pofleffions (juft the fame the cafe 

Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 255 

Alas, my Bathurst ! what will they avail ? 

Join Cotfwood hills to Saperton's fair dale. 

Let rifing Granaries and Temples here. 

There mingled farms and pyramids appear. 

Link towns to towns with avenues of oak, 260 

Enclofe whole downs in walls, *tis all a joke I 

Inexorable Death ihall level all. 

And trees, and ftones, and farms, and farmer fall. 

a Gold, Silver, Ivory, Vafes fculptur'd high. 
Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Periian dye, 265 
There are who have not ~ and diank heaven there arc. 
Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 

b Talk what you will of Tafte, my friend, you'll find 
Two of a face, as foon as of a mind. 

Why, 

Permutet dominos, et cedat in altera jura. 

Sic, quia perpetuus nuUi datur ufus, et haeres 
Haeredem altenus, velut unda fupervcnit undam : 
Q^id vici profunt, aut horrea ? quidve Calabris 
^altibus adje^^i Lucani ; fi metit Orcus 
Grandia cum parvis, non exorabilis auro f 

a Gemmas, marmor, ebur, Tyrrhena figilla, tabellas^ 
Argentttm, veiles Gaetulo murice tinflas. 
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Why, of two brothers, rich and reftlefs one 170 

Plows, bums, manures, and toils from fun to fun $ 
The other flights, for women, fports, and wines^ 
All Townfhend's Turnips, and all Grofvcnor's mines : 
Why" one like Bu — with pay and fcom content^ 
Bows and votes on, in Couit and Parliament) S75 

One, driven by ftrong Benevolence of foul. 
Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole : 
Is known alone to that Dire6Ving Power, 
Who forms the Genius in the natal hour; 
That God of Nature, who, within us ftill, sto 

Inclines oura6lion, not conflrains our will j 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Each individual : His great End the fame. 
^ Yes, Sir, how fmall foever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. st5 

My heir may flgh, and think it want of grace 
A man fo poor would live virithout a place t 

But 

Sunt qui non habeant ; e(l qui non curat habere. 

b Cur alter fratrum ceflare, et ludere, ct ungi 
Praeferat Herodis palmetis pinguibus ; alter 
Dives et importunus, ad umbram lucis ab ortu 
Sylvclhem flammis et ferro mitiget agrum x 
Scit Genius, natale comes qui temperat aftnim s 
Naturae Deus human ae, mortalis inunum. 
Quodque caput, vultu mutabilis, albus, et ater. 

c Utar, et ex modico, quantum res pofcet, acervo 
Tollam : nee metuam, quid de me judicet haertt^ 
Quod non plui-a datis invenerit. et tamen idem 
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ut Aire no ftatute in his favour fays, 
low free, or frugal, I fliall pafs my days : 
who at fome times fpend, at others fpare> %^o 

ivided between carelefinefs and care. 
Pis one thing madly to difperfe my ftore { 
.nother, not to heed to treafuiie more j 
•lad, like a Boy, to fnatch the firft good day» 
jid pleasM, if fordid want be far away. ^95 

f What is't to roc (a paffenger God wot) 
/liether my vtSkl be ikft-rate or not i 
*he fhip it&lf may make a better figure, 
ut I that fail, am neither lefs nor bigger; 
neither ftnit with erery favouring breath, 300 

or ftrive with all the tempeft in my teeth. 
1 power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune plac'd 
ehind the forerao^ and before the laft. 

But 

:ire volam, quantum fimplcx hilarifque nepoti 

Jifcrepet, et quantum difcordet farcus avaio. 

^iflat enim, fpargas tua prodigus, an neque fumtum. 

iittlas fociaa, nee plura parare labores ; 

Lc potius, puer ut feftis Quinquatribus olim, 

^xiguo gratoqtie fruaris tempore rapdm. 

Pauperies immunda domOs procul abiit t ego, utrum ' 

lave ferar niagna an parva ; ferar unus et idem. 

Ion agimur tumidis velis Aquilone feoundo t 

Ion tamen adverfis aetatem ducimus Aufbn's. 

iribus, infanta, fpecie, yirtute,~loco, re. 
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g << But why all this of Avarice ? I have none/* 
I wilh you joy, Sir, oi a Tyrant gone j 305 

But does no other lord it at this hour. 
As wild and mad ? the Avarice of power f 
Does neither Rage inflame, nor Fear appall f 
Not the black fear of death, that faddens all ? 
With terrors round, can Reafon hold her throne, 310 
Defpife the known, nor tremble at th^ unknown f 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In fpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
Pleas'd to look forward, pleasM to look behind. 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mkd ? 315 
Has life no foumefs, drawn Co near its end j 
Canft thou endure a foe, forgive a friend } 
Has age but melted the rough parts away, 
As winter- fruits grow mild ere they decay ? 
Or wilPyou think, my friend, your buiinefs done, 310 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one i 

Learn 
, __-X 

Extremi primorum, extremis ufque priores. 

g Non es avarus : abi. quid ? caetera jam fimul ifto 
Cum vltio fugere ? caret tibi pe£lus inani 
Ambitione ? caret mortis formidine et ira ? 
Somnia, terrores magicos, miracula, fagas, 
No6lumos lemures, portentaque Theflala rides ? 
Natales grate numeras ? ignofcis amicis f 
Lenior et melior fis accedente fenefla ? 
Quid te extrema levat fpinis de plunbos una f 
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im to live well, or fkirly make your Mrill $ 

playM, and lovM, and eat, and drank your fill : 
fober off} before a fprightlier age 

tittering on, and flioves you from the ftage : 
fuch to trifle with more grace and eafe. 

Folly pleafesy and whofe Follies pleafe. 

vere fi teSie nefcis, decede peritis. 
fatis, edifti fatis, atque bibifti t 
js abire tibi eft : ne potum largius aequo 
, et pulfet lafciva decentius aetas* 
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SATIRE II. 

Y£ S ; thank my ftars ! as early at I knew 
This Toyrn, I had th« fenfe to hate it too : 
Yet here, as cv'n in Hell, there muft be fti}l 
One Giant- Vice, fo excellently ill. 
That all befide, one pities, not abhors ; 
As who knows Sappho, fmiles at other whorts. 

I grant that Poetry 's a crying fin j 
It brought ( np dpubt) th* fxcifc and Apny in : 
Catch'd like the Plague, or Love, the Lord knows how, 
But that the cure is fUrving, all allow. lo 

Yet like the Papift's, is the Poet's ftate. 
Poor and difarm'd, and hardly worth your hate ! 

Here 



SATIRE IL 

SIR ; though (I thank God for it) I do hate 
Perfcftly all this town : yet there's one ftate 
In all ill things, 46 excellently beft. 
That hate toi^rards them, breeds pity towards the reft, 
Though ?<ietry, indeed, be fuch a fin. 
As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in : 
Though like the peftiltnce and old-fa(hion'd love, 
Ridlingly it catch men, and do^ remove 
Never, till it be ftai-v'd out j yet their ftate 
Js poor, difarmM, like Papift?, not worth hate. 
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Here a lean Bard, whofe wit could never give 
Himfelf a dinner, makes an A6ioT live : 
The Thief condemned, in law already dead, x 5 

So prompts, and faves a rogue who cannot read* 
Thus as the pipes of fome carvM Organ meve» 
The gilded puppets dance and mount above. 
Heav'd by the breath th' infpiring bellows blow : 
Th* infpiring bellows lie and pant belo^^ so 

One iings the Fair: but fongs no lotiger movej 
No rat is rhym'd to deaths nor maid to love t 
In love's, in nature's fpite, die fiege theyhold^ 
And fcorn the flefli, the devil, and all but gold. 

Thefe write to Lords, fome mean reward to get, 25 
*As needy beggars fing at doors for meat. 

Thofe 

One (like a wretch, which at barre judgM as dead. 
Yet prompts him which ftands next, and cannot read^ 
And faves his life) gives Idiot A6lors means 
(Starving himfelf) to live by's labour'd fcenes. 
As in fome Organs Puppits dance above. 
And bellows pant below, which them do move. 
One would move love by rhymes j but witchcraft's 

charms 
Bring not now their old fears, nor their old harms j 
Rams and flings now are filly battery, 
Piftolets are the beft artillery. 
And they who write to Lords, rewards to get, 
Are they not like fingers at doors for meat ? 
And they who write, becaufe all write, have dill 
That 'fcufe for writing, and for wiUii^'iM. 
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Thofc write facoiTifc all \mte, and fo have ftilt 
Excnfe for writing, and for writing ill. 
^ 'Wretched mdeed I but fiar more wpetched yet 
Is he whb makes his meal on others wit : 
'Tis chang'd^ no doubt, from what it was before ) 
His rank digeftion makes it wit no more : 
Senfe, |>aii: thiotigh him, ho longer is the lame i 
For food digelbed takes ano^r name. 

I pafs o'er all tho£e Confeflbrs and Martyrs^ 
Who live like S— tt— n,xjr who die like Charttes, 
Outcan^ 0I4 Sfdras, or ovtdrink hh heir, 
Oiitufu^Jews^ or Iri&men outfwear j 
Wicked as Pages, who in early years 
A61 fins which Prifca's Confeflfor fcarce hears. 
Ev'n thofe I pardon, for whofe iinful fake 
Se ho o lmen -new teucm e n ts in hell muft make j 



But he is word, who beggarly doth, chaw 
Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
Rankly digefted, doth tho£e things outfpue. 
As his own things ; and they're his own, 'tis true 
For if one eat my meat, though it be known 
The meat was mine, the excrement's, his own. 
But thefedo me no harm, nor they which ufe,. 

• .to outufure Jews,. 

To outdrink the fca, t' outfweai* the Letanic,. 
Who with fins all kinds as familiar be 
As Confeflbrs, and for whofe finful fake 
Schoolmen new tenemenU ux Vvdl muft make j. 
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Of who(e ftrange crimes no Canoni(t caji tell 

In wkiat Cortimahdment's large contents they dwell. 

One, ohe man only breeds my juft offence 5 45 

Whom crimci giiyc health, and wealth gave Impudence i 
'^ime, that at kft matul-es a clap to pox, 
Whofc gentle ph>greft makes a calf an ox, 
And brings all nattttal events to pafs^ 
Hath made him ah' Atlirrney of an Afs, 50 

No y5il6g divine, new-benefic'd, can be 
TOore peff, tnore proUd; ixtbre pofitive, than he* 
What further could I Wiih the fop to do, 
But turn a unt, ^d rcribble verfes too ? 
Pierce the foft labyrinth of a Lady's eai* 55 

With rhymes of this per fcelit. and that per year ? 
C>i court a Wife, fpread out his wily parts, 
lake nets or lime-twigs, for rich Widows hearts 5 
Call himfelf Barrifter to every wench. 
And woOfi in language of the Pleas and Bench ? 66 

Language 

Whofeftrai^ge fins Caiionifts could hardly tell 
In which ConiitoandmeAt's lar^6 reiceit fhey dwell. 

But thefe jrttoiih thenifeivcs. The infolence 
Of Colcusy onlyi breeds xhy jilft offence, 
Whom tiilift (which rots iWt and makes botches pox, 
And plodding on, miift ttake a calf a A ox) 
Hath madi S La^erj vrhich (alis) of late | 
But fcarce a P6et t ]()\\{et of tiiis ftatei 
Than- are new-b^nefifc'di Miniftefs, he throwt 
Like nets at litac-twigs #h*fefoc'er ie g6ia 
S 4 
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Language, which Boreas might to Aufter hold 
More rough than fprty Germans when they fcold. 

CursM be the wretch, fo venal and £o vain: 
P«ltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 
'Tis fuch a bounty as was never known. 
If Peter deigns to help you to your own : 
What thanks, what praife, if Peter but fupplies I 
And what a folemn face, if he denies*! 
Gi-ave, as when prifonersr (hake the head and fwear 
'Twas only Suretiflrip that brought them there. 
His Office keepy your Parchment fates entire. 
He ilarves with cold to fave them from the fire; 
For you he walks the ftreets through rain •r duft^ 
For not in Chariots Peter puts his tnift j» 



For 



His title of Barrifter on every wench. 

And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench. * * 

Words, words which would tear 
The tender labyiinth of a Maid's foft ear : 
More, more than ten Sclavonians fcolding. 
Than when winds in our ruin'd Abbeys voar. 
Then fick with Poetry, and poileft wkfa Mufe 
Thou waft, and mad I hop'd j but men which chul* 
Law pra6lice for meer gain r bold foul repute 
Worfe than imbrothcrd ftinlmpets proftitute. 
Now like an owl-like watchman he muft walk. 
His hand ftill at a bill f now he muft talk 
Idly, like prifoners, which whole months will fwear» 
That only furctifhip hath brought them there. 



SAT.n. SATIRES OF DONNE. vt6s 

For you he fw^ts atid labours at the laws, 75 

Takes God to witnefs he aiFe^s your caufe^ 
And lies to every Lord in every thing, 
Like a King's Favourite— or like a King. 
Thefe are the talents that adorn them all. 
From wicked Waters even to godly • • 8« 

Not more of Simony beneath black gowns. 
Not more of bafbuxly in heirs to Crowns. 
In (hillings and in pence at fird; they deal ; 
Ajad fteal fo little, few perceive they fteal j 
Till, like the Sea, they compafs all the land, 85 

From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ftrand : 
And when rank Widows purchafe lufcious nights. 
Or when a Duke to Janffcn punts at White's, 
Or City Heir in mortgage melts away ; 
Satan himfelf feels far lefs joy than they. 90 

Piecemeal 

And to every fuitor lye in every thing. 
Like a King's Favourite— or like a King. 
Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre. 
Bearing lil^e afles, and more (hamelefs farre 
Than carted whores, lye to the grave Judge 5 for 
Baftardy abounds uot in King''s titles, nor 
Simony and Sodomy in Churchmen^s lives. 
As thefe things do in him ; by thefe he thrives. 
Shortly (as th* fea) heUl compafs all the land, 
, From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover (brand. 
And fpying heirs melting with Luxury, 
Satan will not joy at their (ins as he ; 
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JRieccmeal they v^in this acre firft, then that. 
Glean on, and gather up the whole eftate. 
Then ftrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law. 
Indentures, CovenantB, Articles they draw. 
Large as the fields thfemfclves, and larger far 95 

•Than Givil Codes, with all their (ilofTes, are; 
So vaft, our flew Divines, we muft confefs. 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing lefs. 
But let them write for you, each rogue impairt 
The deeds, and dextioufly omits, fis beim: 100 

.]9o Commentator can more flily pafs 
Over a Icam'd, unintelligible plaee : 
Or, in quotation, (hrewd Divines leave out 
Thofe words, that would againft them clear the doubt. 

So 

For (as a thrifty wench fcrapes kitchen -ftuife. 
And barrelling the dropings and the fnuffc 
Of wafting candles, which in thirty ycari 
Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding chear) 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and fpends as much time 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 
In parchment then, large as the fields, he drawt 
Aflurances, big as glofsM civil laws, 
So huge that men (in our times forwardnefs) 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing lefs 
Thcfe he writes not ; nor for thefe written payes. 
Therefore fparcs no length (as in thofe firft daycs 
When Lutlier was profeft, he did dcfire 
Short Pater-nofters, faying as a Fryer- 
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So Luther Aought the Filer- nofter Ibhg, 105 

When dooihM to fay hi* beads and Ereh-fong 5 
But having caft his cowl, and left thofe laws, 
Adds to Chrift's prayer, the Power and Glory claufc. 

The lands are bought j but where are to be found 
Thofe ancient woods, that (haded all the ground } i to 
We fee no ritlr-btiilt palacei afpire. 
No kitchens enttilate tti« vcftal fire. 
Whaiie art thoie txioops of Poor, that throng'd of yore 
The good old landlord's hofpitable door ? 
Well, I could wifh, that ftill in lordly domes 115 

Some beafts w^re killM, though not whole hecatombs j 
That both iextrentes Xvere banifhM from their walls, 
Caibthufian falls, and fulfome Bacchanals ; 
Arid all mankind might that Juft Mean obfei-ve. 
In whicE non6 e'ei: could lurfelt, none could llarve. 

Thefe 

Each day his Beads ; but having left thofe laws, 
Add» to Chrift's prayer, the power and glory claufe). 
But when he fells or changes land, h' impaires 
The writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out,/« beires,. 
As flily as any Commentator goes by 
Hard words, or fenfe ; or, in Divinity 
As controverters in vouched Texts, leave out 
Shrewd wordfr, which might againft them clear the doub^^ 
Where are thefe fpread woods which cloath'd here- 
tofore 
Thofe bought Unds ? not built, nor burnt within door,- 
Where the old landlords troops and almes? Inlialls 
Caxthufi^n Falls, and ^lfome.BacVi9LSL^U 
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Thefe as good works, ^tis tnie» we all allow. 
But oh ! thefe works ar^ not in fafliion now : 
Like rich old wardrobes^ things extremely rare» 
Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 

Thus much Vre faid, I truA, without offence ; 
Let no Court Sycophant pervert my fenfe. 
Nor fly Informer watch thefe words to draw 
Within the reach of Treafon, or tie Law^ 



Equally I hate. Means bleft. In rich men*s homes 

I bid kill fome beafts, but no hecatombs $ 

None ftarve, none furfeit fo. But (oh) we allow 

Good works as good, but out of faihion now. 

Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 

Within the vaft reach of th' huge ftatutes jawes* 
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SATIRE IV. 

'\K7 E L L, if it be my time to quit the ftage, 

^ ^ Adieu to all the follies of the age ! 
I die in charity with fool and knave. 
Secure of peace at leaft beyond the grave. 
I've had my Purgatory here betimes, I 

And paid for all my fatires, all my rhymes. 
The Poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames. 
To this were trifles, toys, and empty names. 

With fooliih pride my heart was never fir'd. 
Nor the vain itch t' admire, or be admir'd } 10 

I hop'd for no commiiHon from his Grace j 
I bought no benefice, I begg'd no place $ 
Had no new verfes, nor new fuit to (how | 
Yet went to Court ! — the Devil would have it fo- 

But, 
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XT 7 £ L L ; I may now receive, and die. My (in 

^ ^ Indeed is great, but yet I have been in 
A Purgatory, fuch as fear'd Hell is 
A recreation, and fcant map of this. 

My mind, neither with pinde's itch, nor hadi been 
Poyfon'd with love to fee or to be feen, 
I had 00 fuit there, nor new fuit to fhow, 
Yet went to Court 3 but as dare which 4id go 
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But, as the Fool that in reforming days 
Would go to Mafs in jeft (as ftory fays) 
Could not but think, to pay his fine was odd. 
Since 'twas np foni\'4 <Wlgn of ferving God i 
So was I puniih'd, as if full as proud. 
As prone to ill, as segligent of good. 
As deep in debt, without a thought to pay. 
As vain, as idle, and as falfe, as they 
Who live at Court, for going once that way ! 
Scarce v^a I enterM, when, behold ! th«re came 
A thing which Adam had been pos'd to name | 
Noah had refusM it lodging in his Ark, 
Where all the Race of Reptiles might eaabadL : 
A verier monftci', than on Afric's ihore 
The fun e'er got, or ilimy Nilxis bore. 



To Mafs in jeft, catcVd, was fain to difburfe 
Two hundred markes which is the Statutes curie. 
Before he fcapM 5 fo it pleas \l my deftiny 
< Guilty of my fm of going) to think me 
As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
ful, as proud, luftfull, and as much in debt^ 
As vain, as witlefs, and as falfe, as they 
Which dwell in Court, for once going that way. 
Therefore I fuifer'd this ; towards me did nm 
A thing more ftrange, than on Nile's ftime the Sun 
E'er bred, or all which into Noah's. Aik came: 
A thing which would have pos'd Adam to name J 
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>loane or Woodward's wondrous (helves coaUun* 
y all th^^ lyi^g Travellers can feign. 

yratch would hacdly let him pafs at noon» 
night would fwear him dropt out of the Moon* 
, whop the mob> when next ve find oi make 
opifli plot, fhall for a Jefuit take, 35 

I the wife Judice ftarting from his chair 
, By your Priefihood tell me what you are } 
Lich was the wight : Th' apparel on his back, 
)Ugh coarfe, was reverend, and tho* bare, was black s 

fuit, if by the faihion one might guefs, 40 

s velvet in th^ yputh of good Queen Befs, 
mere tuff-taffety what now remain'd ; 
rime, that changes all things, had ordain'd { 

Our 

ngcr than fcven Antiquaries ftudies, 

n Africk Monfters, Guianaes rarities, 

nger than fti*angers : one who, for a Dane, 

he Danes MaiTacre had fure been (Iain, 

e had livM then ; and without help dies, 

en next the Prentices 'gainft ftrangers rife ; 

;, whom the watch at noon lets fcarce go by ; 

, to whom the examining Juftice fure would cry, 

by your Pricfthood, tell me what you arc ? 

Lis cloaths were ftrange, though coarfe, and blacky 

though bare, 
velefs his jerkin was, and it had been 
ret, but 'twas now (fo much giound was feen) 
ome TuflFtaffaty; and our children fliall 
it plain rafti a while, then nought at alh 
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Our (bns fliall fee it leifurely decay, 

Firft turn plain rafli, then vaniih quite away. 41 

This thing has travelMy fpeaks each language too. 
And knows what's fit for every ftate to do $ 
Of whofe heft phrafe and courtly accent joined* 
Ht forms one tongue, exotic and refined* 
Talkers I've leam'd to bear 5 Motteux I knew, 5< 

Henley himfelf I've heard, and Budgel too. 
The Doftor's wormwood ftyle, the Haih of tongues 
A Pedant makes, the ftorm of Gonfon's lungs. 
The whole Artillery of the terms of War, 
And (all thofe Plagues in one) the bawling Bar i $* 
Thefe I could bear; but not a rogue fo civil, 
Whofe tongue will compliment you ^ the deril. 
A tongue, that can cheat Widows, cancel fcores. 
Make Scots fpeak treafon, cozen fubtleft whores, 

Witl 



The thing hath trayaiPd, and faiths fpeaks all tongueS; 
And only knoweth what to al] States belongs. 
Made of th* accents, and bed phrafe of all thefe. 
He fpeaks one language. If ftrange meats, dilpleaie. 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taft j 
But pedants motly tongue, foldiers bumbaft. 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the terms of law. 
Are ftrong enough preparatives to draw 
Me to hear this, yet I muft be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue call'd Complement : 
In which he can win widows, and pay fcores. 
Make men fpeak treafon, couzen fubtleft whores» 
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With royal Favourites in flattery vie, 60 

And Oldmixon and Burnet both outlie. 

He fpies me out j I whifper, Gracious God ! 
What fin of mine could merit ftlch arod ? 
That all the (hot of dulnefs now muft be 
From this thy blunderbufs difcharg'd on me f '€$ 

Permit (he cries) no ftranger to your fame 
To crave your fentiment, if — 's your name. 
What Speech eftecm you moft ? « The King's," faid I. 
But the beft words ?— *« O Sir, the Diftionary." 
You mifs my aim ! I mean the moft acute 70 

And perfea Speaker?—" Onflow, paft difpute.*' 
But, Sir, of writers ? •* Swift, for clofer ftyle, 
« Btit Hoadly for a period of a mile/* 
Why yes, 'tis granted, thefe indeed may pafs : 
Good common linguifts, and fo Panurge was } 7^ 

Nay 

Outf atter favourites, or outlie either 
Jovius, or Surius, or bodi together. 

He names itae, and conies to me ; I whifper, God^ 
How have t finn'd, that thy wrath's furious Rod^ 
This fellowy chufeth me ! He faith, Sir, 
I love your Judgment, whom do you prefer 
For the beft Linguift ? and I feelily 
Said that I thought Calepines Dictionary. 
Nay, but of men, moft fweet Sir ? Beza then. 
Some Jefi^its, and two reverend men 
Of our two academies I nam'd. Here 
He ftopt me, and faid, Nay your Apoftles wcr« 

Vol. II. T 
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N^y troth th' Apoftles (though perhaps too toq^) 
Had once a pretty gift of Tongues enough : 
Yet thefe were fill poor Gentlemen ! I dare 
Affirm, 'twas Trayel made them what they were. 

Thus, others talents having nicely fltown, 8« 

I^e came by fure tranfltion to his owi;i i 
Till I cry'd out. You prove yourfeif fo nble. 
Pity 1 you was not Druggcrman at Babel } 
Foir had they found a lingulil h?lf (6 good, 
I make no <^ueftion but the Tower ha4 Aood. S5 

<< Obliging Sir ! for Coiuts you fiire were nukles 
«< Why then for ever bury'd in the Qadt ? 
«< Spiiits like you, ihould fee ^d (hould be Htm, 
«* The King would {milfi qn you-s|4 le^ift tl^ Q^eep.'* 
Ah gentle Sir i you Courdijers fo cajc^ us— 90 

But TuUy has it, <^ Nunqyaio minus iblu« :'* 

And 

Good pretty Linguifts^ £^ Brnvgiif waf. 

Yet a poor Gentleman i lUJ tfM)(k UfagF pail» 

Bx travail. Then, as if hfi wwM btvc foU 

His tongue, he prais'd it, and fuch wpi^iert |o}4» 

That I was fain to (ay^ If you had U^'d* $ir. 

Time enough to have l?ee» IfiUrjpKt/^r 

To Babers Bricklayers, fure the Tower had ftood* 

He adds. If of Court life you knew th« gQQ4» 
You would leave loneljeff . I iskid^ N^t aloiM 
My lonenefs is ; but Sp^rt^MD faihiiOA 
To teach by painting drunkgrds dQtb jMt Uft 
Now^ Aretine's pictures have msutil. ftw ch^^ $ 
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And a$ for Courts, forgirc me, If I Ay 
No UffoTis now are taught the Spartan way : 
Though in his pictures Luft be Ml difplay'd. 
Few are the Converts Aretine has made ; 95 

And though the Court fhow Vice exceeding clear. 
None fhould, by my advice, learn Virtue ^cre. 
At this entranced, he lifts his liands and eyes, 
Squeaks like a high-ibetdf d lutdbing, and rrjdies ; 
*' Oh, 'tis the fweeteft<]f all earthly things 100 

** To gaze on Princes, and to talk of Kings!*' 
Then, happy Man who ihows dw Tombs 1 ^d f. 
He dwells amidft the Royid Family ; 
He every day ^m King to King can wA, 
Of all our Harries, all our Edwards talk. 105 

And get by fpeakmg truth of monarchs dead, 
What few can of the living, Eaefe and Buead. 

<* Lord, 

No more can Princes Courts (though there be few 
Better pi^lures of vice) teach me virtue. 

He like to a high-ftretcht Luteftring i^uedcs, O Sir« 
*Tis fweet to talk ef Kings. At Wtinnnller, 
Said I, uie man that k^eps* the A'bbey-'tomus^ 
And for his price, doA iMi -vAiacrtr comes 
Of all our Harrys And our Edwards talk, 
From King; to ]!Biig, and all dieirkin om^walki 
Your ears ihsfH feur nougiit but Kings j yottr eyes meet 
Kings only : lAxt way to it is Kings-ftreet. 
He fmack'd, and CTy*d, He's f^alfe, tnechamqtxe^ cvarfe, 
80 are all your EngKfiunen in diocr dilboorfe. 
T a 
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" Lord, Sir, a mere Mechanic ! ftrangcly low, 

" And coarfe of phi*afe,— your Englifh all are fo, 

«« How elegant your Frenchmen T' Mine^ d'ye mean i 

I have but one, I hope the fellow*s clean. 

*« Oh 1 Sir, politely fo I nay, let me die, 

** Your only wearing is your Paduafoy." 

Not, Sir, my only, I have better ftill. 

And this you fee is but my dilhabille— 1 1 

Wild to get loofe, his patience I provoke, 

Miftake, confound, objedl at all he (poke. 

But as coarfe iron, iharpenM, mangles more, 

And itch mod hurts when angerM to a fore i 

So when you plague a fool, 'tis ftill the curie, ii 

You only make the matter worfe and worfe. 

He paft it o'er ; affefls an eafy fmile 
At all my pceviihnefs, and turns his ftyle. 
He aiks, " What News ?" I tell him of new Plays, 
New Eunuchs, Harlequins, and Operas. i x 

11 

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you fee, 

I have but one. Sir, look, he follows me. 

Certes they arc neatly cloath'd. I of this mind am. 

Your only wearing is your Grogaram. 

Not fo. Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 

He would not fly j I chaiTd him : but as Itch 

Scratch'd into iinart, and as blunt Iron ground 

Into an edge, hurts worfe t So, I (fool) founds 

Crofling hurt me. To fit my fuUennefs, 

He to another key his ftyle doth drefs ^ 
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He hears, and as a Still with iifiiples in it 

Between each drop it givesy ftays half a minute, 

Loth to inrich me with too quick replies • 

By little, and by little, drops his lies. 

Mere houihold traih { of birthnights, balls, and fiiows. 

More than ten HoUinfheds, or Halls, or Stows. 

When the Queen frown'd, or fmiPd, he knows 5 and what 

A fubtle Minifter may make of that : 

Who fins with whom : who got his Peniion' rug. 

Or quicken'd a Reverfion by a drug : 1 3 q 

Whofe ^lace is quartered out, three parts in four. 

And whether to a Biihop, or a Whore t 

WljQ, having loft his credit, pawnM his rcnti 

Is therefore fit to have a Governments • 

Who, in the fecret, deals in Stocks fecure, 140 

And cheats th* unknowing Widow and the Poor : 

Who 

And afks what news 5 I tell him of new playes, 

He tikes my hand, and as a Still, which ftayes 

A Sembrief 'twixt each drop, he niggardly. 

As loth to enrich me, fo tells many a ly. 

More than ten Holleniheds, or H^lls, or Stows, 

Of trivial houihold traih : He knows, he knows 

When the Queen frown'd or fmiPd, and he knows what 

A fubtle Statefman may gather of that ; 

He knows who loves whom ; and who by pdifon 

Hafts to an ofiicer^s reverfion ; 

Who waftes in meat, in clothes, in horfe, he notes, 

Who lovcth whores 



What 'Squire his lands, what Gitiacn his wife t 
At laft (whi$h proves; kim vrifer AiU tbas all) 
What Lady's face i« not a whtted wall. 

As otm ib£ Woodrvvard's patieiltSy Tick,, and fore, 
J puke, I naureate»*«>ytt he thmfta in more : 
Trims £^rof|e't balaoce, topis the ftatefman^s part, 
And talks Gaeettes aagl Poilbc^s o'er by h(sart» 



Ke knows- who Hath fold his. iaad, and now doth b< 
A licence, old iron^bopts, ihoes, and egge- 
3hell.8tp tranfpoit; 

iliortly boys fliall not play 
At fpan-copriter, or blow-point, but fhall pay 
Toll to feme CoUrtieV) and wiftr than all us^ 
He knows what Lady is not painted. Thus 

TT» mvifVt nnmA m*4f-« />1/«vre rv%m T Ka1/»1« IVtit* /mIi 
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Like a big wife at fight of loathfbme meat 

Ready to caft, I yawn, I figh, and fweaf. 

Then as a licensM fpy, whom nothing can. 

Silence or hurt, he libels the great Man ; 

Swears every place entaiPd for years to come, 1 60 

In fure fucceiHon to the day of dooni : 

He names the price for every ofRce paid. 

And fays our wars thrive ill, becaufe delayed : 

Nay hints, *tis by connivance of the Court, 

That Spain robs on, and Dunkirk's ftill a Port. i 6 5 

Not more amazement feizM on Circe's guefts, 

To fee themfeives fall endlong into beafts. 

Than mine to find a fubje^^ ftay'dand wiSt 

Already half tum'd traitor by furprize. 

I felt 

Like a big wife, at fight of loathed meat. 
Ready to travail : lb I (igh, and fweat 
To hear this Makaron talk : in vain, for yet. 
Either my humour, or his own to fit. 
He like a priviledgM fpie« whom nothing can 
Difcredit, libels now 'galnft each great man. 
He names the price of every office paid ; 
He faith our wars thrive ill becaufe delaid $ 
That 6ffiees are intail'd« and that there are 
Perpetuities of them, lafting as far 
As the laft day ; and that great officers 
Do with the Spaniards fkzte,' and Dunkirkers. 
I more amaz'd than Circe^s prifoners, when 
They felt themielves torn beafts, felt myielf then 
T4 
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I felt th' infe6lion flidc from him to me, jjo 

As in the pox, forae give it to get free ; 
And quick to fwallow me, mcthought I Cslw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its jaw. 

In that nice Moment, as another Lye 
Stood juft a-tilt, the Minifter came by. 175 

To him he flies, and bows, and bows again. 
Then, clofe as Umbj-a, joins the dirty train. 
Not Fannius' felf more impudently near. 
When half his nofe is in his Prince's car. 

I quak'd 

Becoming Traytor, and methought I faw. 

One of our Csiant Statutes ope his jaw 

^To'fuckme in for hearing him : I fdund 

That as burnt venemous Leachers do grow found 

By giving others their fores, I might grow 

Guilty, and he free : Therefore I did fliow 

All figns of loathing ; but fmce I am in, 

I muft pay mine, and my forefathers fin 

To the iaft farthing. Therefore to my power 

Toughly and ftubbornly I bear 5 but th' howcr 

Of mercy now was come » he tries to bring 

Me to pay a fine to 'fcape a torturing. 

And fays, Sir, can you fpai-e me— r-? I faid. Willingly j 

Nay, Sir, can you fpare me a crown ? Thankfully I 

Gave it, as ranfom ; but as fidlers, ftill, 

Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 

Thmft one ijiore jigg upon you ; lb did he 

With his long compliipental thanks vex mCt 
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I quakM at heart ; and, ftill afraid to fee t So 

AH the Court .£ird with ftranger things than he. 
Ran out as fafl as one that pays, his bail, 
A.nd dreads more actions, hurries- from a jail. 

Bear me,,ibnie God ! oh quickly bear me hence 
To wholefomc Solitude, the nurfe of Senfe t 185 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 
^nd the free foul looks down to pity Kings ! 
There fober thought purfued th' amuiing theme, 
rill Fancy coloured it, and form'd a Dream. 
^ Vifion hermits can to Hell tranfport, 190 

\nd forc'd ev'n me to fee the damn'd at Court, 
^ot Dante, dj-eaming all th' infernal (late, 
Jeheld fuch fcenes of envy, fin, and hate. 
Jafe Fear becomes the guilty, not the free ; 
Juits Tyrants, Plunderers, but fuits not mc : 195 

Shall 

(ut he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 

V.nd the Prerogative of my Crown j fcant 

lis thanks were ended, when I (which did fee 

\ 11 the Cowt iiird with more ftrange things than he) . 

Ian from thence with fuch, or more hafte than one 

Vho fears more anions, doth haft from prilbn. 

At home in wholefome folitarinefs 
/ly piteous foul began the wretchednefs 
>f fuitors at court to mourn, and a trance 
.ike his, who dreamt he faw hell, did advance 
tfelf o'er me ; fuch men as he fa^ there 

faw at court, and worfe and moit. X<ow fcv 
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Shall r, the Terror of this finful town. 
Care/ it a Kvery'd Lord or finile or frown f 
Who cannot flatter^ and deteft who can. 
Tremble before a noble Seiving-man~> 
O mf fiir imftreTs, Truth I ^all I qdit thee 
For huffing:, braggart, puft Nobility ? 
Thou, who fince yefterday haft roird o*er all 
The bufy, idle blockheads of the ball, 
Haft tkou, oh Sun ! beheld an emptier fort. 
Than fuch as ffvell this bladder of a court ? 
Now pox on thoTe who fliow a Court in wax ! 
It ought to bring all Courtiers on their backs : 
Such painted puppets 1 fuch a vamiih*d race 
Of hollow gewgaws, only drefs and face ! 

i 

Becomes the guilty, not the accufer : Then, 
$hall I, none*s flave, of highborn or raisM men 
Fear frowns : and my miftrefs Truth, betray thee 
For th*' huffing, bragart, pnft nobility f 
No, no, thou which iince yefterday haft been, 
Almoft about the whole world, haft thou (cfeiiy - 
O fun, in all thy journey, vanity. 
Such as fwells the bladder of our court ? I 
Think he which made your Waxen garden, and* 
Tranfported it from Italy, to ftand 
With us, at London, flouts our Courtiers ; for 
Juft fuch gay painted things, which no fap, nor 
Tafte have in them, ours are i and natural 
Some of the ftocks are j their fruits baftard all. 
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Such waiten noJet, fisftly fbrifig thiilgy— aio 

No wonder Ibme folks bowTy and think tk^th Kingt. 

See ! where tfie Britiih yotith, cngagM no mor^. 
At Fig's, at White't, witfi felons, or a i^hdre^ 
P*y their laft duty to the Court, and come 
All frefh and fragrant, to the drawing-room 9 ft 15 

In hues as gay, and odottrs as divine, 
As the fak fields they fold to look {o fine. 
" That's VelTet for a King P* the flatterer fwears ; 
'Tis true, £or tin days hence 'twill be King Lear's. 
Our Court may jnftly to our ftage give rules, izo 

That helps it both to fools-coats and to fools. 
And why not players ftrut in courtiers clothes ? 
For thefe are a6(ors too, as well as thofe : 
Wants reach all ftates : they beg but better dreft, 
And all is f|^endid poverty at beft. 125 

Fainted 

*Tis ten a Clock and paft 5 all whom die mucs, 
Baloun, or tennis, diet, or the dews 
Had all the morning held, now the fecond 
Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 
In die Prefence, and I (God pardon me) 
As frcfli and fweet their Apparels be, as bt 
Their fieUkthey fold to buy them. For a Tung 
Thofe hofe are, cry the flatterers : and bring 
Them ne»t week to Ac theatre to fell. 
Wants reach ail ftates : me feems they do as well 
At ftage, as courts j all are players. Whoe'er look* 
(For themfelvcsdare not go) o?er Cheapfidc-bbbks, 
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Painted for fight, and eflfenc'd for the fmeil. 
Like frigates ftaught with fpice and cochinell, 
Sail in the X<<^ies : how each pirate eyes 
So weak a ve(rd> and fo rich a prize ! 
Top-gallant he, and fhe in all her trim, 
He boai'ding her, (he flriking fail to him : 
** Dear Countefs ! you have chamis all hearts to V 
And " Sweet Sir Fopling ! you have fo much wit 
Such wits and beauties are not praisM for nought. 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought, 
.*Twould burfl: even Heraclitus with the fpleen. 
To fee thofe anticks, Fopling and Coui'tin : 
The Prefence feems, with things fo richly odd. 
The mofque of Mahound, or fome queer Pa-god. 
See them furvcy their limbs by Durer*s rules. 
Of all beau-kind the beft proportioned fools ! 

Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Now 
The Ladies come. As pirates (which do know 
That there came weak (hips fraught with Cutchan 
The men board them : and praife (as they think) ' 
Their beauties ; they the mens wits ; both are bou 
Why good wits ne'er wear fcarlet gowns, I thougl 
This cauft, Thefe men, mens wits for fpeeches h\ 
And women buy all red which fcarlets dye* 
He caird her beauty lime- twigs, her hair net : 
She fears her dmgs ill layM, her hair loofe fct. 
Wouldn't Heraclitus laugh to fee Macrinc 
From hat to fhoe, himfelf at door refine. 
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\djuft their cloaths, and to confeflion diaw 

rhofe venial fins, an atom, or a ftraw | 

3ut oh i what terrors muft diftradl the (bul 

I^nvi6led of that mortal crime, a hole } 945 

!)r fhould one pound of powder lefs befpread 

rhofe monkey-tails that wag behind their head. 

rhus finiihMy and conre6ied to a hair, 

rhey march, to prate their hour before the Fair. 

>o firft to preach a white-glov'd Chaplain goes, 9150 

iVitfa band of Lily, and with cheek of Rofe, 

>weeter thsyi Sharon, in immaculate trim, 

^eatnefs itfelf impertinent in him. 

Let 

\s if the Prefence were a Mofque : and lift 

^s fkirts and hofe, and call his clothes to fhrift, 

flaking them confefs not only mortal 

i^reat ftalns and holes in them^ but venial 

«*eathers and duft, wherewith they fornicate : 

\nd then by Durcr's rules furvey the ftfite 

!>f his each limb, and with ftiings the odds tries 

!>f his neck to his leg, and wafte to thighs, 

>o indmmaculate clothes, and Symmetry 

*erfeft as Circles, with fuch nicety 

\s a young Preacher at his^ firft time goes 

Vo preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 

flim not fo much as good- will, he arrefts, 

\nd unto her protefts, protefts, protefts, 

>o much as at Rome would feive to have thrown 

Fen Caitlinals into the Inquifition i 
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Let but die lacUes fi&ile, and they are Uelb s 
Prodigious ! how iikt tJung» proteft, proCeft s 
Peace, fools, <ir Gpafon will far Ps^iftt fdze yoa 
If once he catch }fou at yonr Jefii 1 }eCu 1 

Nature m|wk eTSfy Fop to plague hit bradier, 
Juft as one Beauty mortifies anodier. 
But here *s the Captain that will pkgve tlicm boll 
Whofe air cries Ahq ! whoTe very look^s aa oath 
fhe Captain's hcmeft. Sirs, and diat's enoof^i. 
Though his ibul *t bullet, and h» body buff. 
He fpits fore-r^ht i hit hau^iAy cheft before. 
Like battering rams, beats open every door t 
And with a face as red, and as awry. 
As Herod'A hangdogs in old Tapeftry, 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman^s cuiie^ 
Has yet a ftrange aibbition to look worie i 

Con! 

f I III ■ 11 i— — — M— — . I -^.^f^— —— ^»< 

And whifj^rs by }c£\i £o oft, that a 

Purfuevant would have ravlih'd him away 

For faying our Lady's P(klter. But *tis fit 

That they each other plague, they merit it, 

But here comes Glorious that will plague *eBi bol 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough ca^lefnefs good faihion : 

Whofe cloaj^ his fpurs tear, or whom he fpjfes qn^ 

He cares not, he. His ill words do no hann 

To him ; he rufhes in, as if Aim, arm, 

He meant to cry ; and though his face be at i)l 

As theirs which in old hangings whip Chrifty ftill 
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>nfound$ tbt civil, kocpt tbe x;ude in awe^ %j9 

fts like a liccnt'd fool, commandt like kw. 

Frighted, I goit the room, but leave it ^o 

i men from JaiU to executiofi go | 

r hung widi deadly iins I fee the wall, 

ad lin*d with Giants deadlier than them all | 975 

ich Man an A&apart, of ftrength to tofs 

tr quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-crofs. 

ar'd at the grisly forms, I fweat, I fly, 

nd Ihake all o'er, Uke a difcover*d fpy. 

Courts are too much for wits fo weak as mine 1 280 

large them with Heaven's Artillery, bold Divine! 

x>m fuch alone the Great rebukes endure, 

Ikofe Satire ^s facred, and whofe rage fecure t 

'Tis 

t ftrives to look worfe $ he keeps all in awe | 
fts like a licensM fool, commands like law. 
TirM, now, I leave this place, and but pleasM fo 
t men from gaols to execution go, 
o, thxxnigh the great chamber (why is it hung, 
7ith thefe fevcn deadly (ins ?} being among 
liofe Aikaparts, men big enough to throw 
haring-crofs, for a bar, men that do know, 
o token of worth, but Queens man, and fine 
iving I barrels of beef, flaggons of wine, 
(hook like a fpied Spie— Preachers which ase 
sas of Wit and Arts, you can, then dare, 
^rown the fins of this place, but as for me 
S^lpdUun but a fcant brook, enough ihallbc 
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*Ti5-minc to wafh a few light ftains ; but theirs 

To deluge fin, and drown a Court in tears. 2S5 

Howe'cr what *8 now Apocrypha, my Wit, 

In time to come, may pafs for Holy Writ. 

To wafh the ftains away : Although I yet 
(With Maccabees modefty) tlie known merit 
Of my work lelTen, yet fome wife men (hall, 
I hope, eileem my Writs Canonical. 
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P I L O G U 

TO THE 

SATIRES. 

IN TWO DIALOGUES. 
Written in mdccxxxviii. 



DIALOGUE I. 

Fr."VTOT twice a twelvemonth you appear in Print, 

-*-^ And when it comes> the Court fee nothing in't. 
You grow corre£l> that once with Rapture writ. 
And are> beiides, too moral for a Wit* 
Decay of Parts, alas I we all muft feel— 5 

Why now, this moment, don't I fee you ftcal ? 
Tis all from Horace ; Horace long before ye 
Said, " Tories callM him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ;" 

And 

VARIATIONS. 

After ver. ft. in the MS. 

You don't, I hope, pretend to ^uit the trade, 
Becaufe you think your reputation made : 
Like good Sir Paul, of wnom fo much was faid, 
Tliat when his name was up, he lay a-bed. 
Come, come, refrefh us with a livelier fong. 
Or, like Sir Paul, you'll lie a-bed too long, 

P. Sir, what I write, fliould be correftly writ. 

F. Corre^ ! *tis what no genius can admit. 
JBefides, you grow too moral for a Wit. 
Vol. II. V 
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And taught his Romans, in much better met 
«* To lau^ at Fools who put their tmft in P 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice j 
Bubo obferves, he lafliM no fort of Vice : 
Horace >yould fay, Sir Billy ferv'd the Crow: 
Blunt could do Bufinefs, Higgins knew the ' 
In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sex, 
In reverend Biihops note fome fmall Neglefti 
And own the Spaniard did a waggifli thing. 
Who cropt our Ears, and fent them tso the K 
His fly, polite, infinuating ftyle 
Could pleafe at Court, and make Augusts 
An artful Manager, that crept between 
His Friend and Shame, and was a kind of S< 
But 'faith your very Friends will foon be for 
Patriots there are, who wi(h you'd jeft no mo 
And where's the Glory ? 'twill be only thou 
The Great man never offered you a groat. 
Go fee Sir Robert — 

P. See Sir Robert r*-hum< 
And never laugh — for all my life to come ? 
Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleafure, ilKexchang'd for Ppwerj 
Seen him, uncumber'd with a Venal tribe. 
Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe 
Would he oblige me ! let me only find, 
He does not think me what he thinks mankii 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no do 
The only difference is, I dare laugh out. 
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F. Why yes : with Scripture ftill you may be free j 
A Horfe-laugh, if you pleafe> at Honefty 5 
A Joke on Jeky LL, or fome odd Old Whig, 
Who never chang'd his Principle, or Wigj 40 

A Patriot is a Fool in eveiy age, 
Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage t 
Thefe nothing hurts ; they keep their Fafhion ftill. 
And wear their ftrangc old Virtue, as they will. 

If any aik you, " Who's the Man, fo near 45 

*« His Prince, that writes in Verfe, and has his ear ?** 
Why anfwer Lyttelton, and Til engage 
The worthy Youth ihall ne'er be in a rage i 
But were his Verfes vile, hit Whifpei' bafc : 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny*8 cafe. 50 

Sejanus, Wolfey, hurt not honeft Fleury, 
But well may put fome Statefmen in a fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes j 
Thefe you but anger, and you mend not thofe. 
Laugh at your Friends, and, if your Friends are fore, 55 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 
To Vice and Folly to confine the jeft, 
Sets half the world, God knows, againft the reft i 
Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 
At Senfe and Virtue balance all again. 60 

Judicious Wits fpread wide the Ridicule, 
And charitably comfoit Kn^ve and Fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the Prejudice of Youth t 
Adieu Diftinftion, Satire, Warmth, and Truth ! 
Come, harmlefs Charafters that no one hit j 65 

Come, Henley's Oratory, Oibom's Wit I 

U % Th« 
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The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue. 

The Flowers of Bubo, and the Flow of Young ! 

The gracious Dew of Ptilpit Eloquence, 

Aiid all the well-whipt Cream of Courtly Senfe, 

That firft was H— vy's, F— 's next, and then^ 

The S— te's, and then H — vy's once agen. 

O come, that eafy Ciceronian ftyle, 

So Latin, yet fo Englifli all the while. 

As, though the Pride of Middleton and Bland, 

All Boys may read, and Girh may underftand ! 

Then might I fing, without the leaflroflfcnce. 

And all I fung fliould be the Nation's Senfe 5- 

Or teach the Melancholy Mufe to mourn. 

Hang the lad Verfe on Carolina's Urn, 

And hail her pafl^ge to the Realms of Reft, 

All parts performed, and all her Children bleft ! 

So — Satire is no more — I feel it die— 

No Gazetteer more innocent than I— . 

And kt, a God's name, every Fool and Knave 

Be grac'd through Life, and flatter'd in his Grave. 

F. Why fo > a Satire knows its Time and Place, 
You ftilt may laih the greateft— in Difgrace : 
For Merit will by turns forfake them all 5 
Would you know when ? exaftly when they falh 
But let all Satire in all Changes fpare 

Immortal S— k, and grave De re. 

Silent and foft, as Saints rcmov'd to Heaven, 
All Ties diffolv'd, and every Sin forgiven, 
Thefe may fome gentle minifterial Wing 
Receive, and place for ever neae a King h 

Thi 
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There, where no Paflion, Pride, or Shame tranfport, 
Luli*d with the fweet Nepenthe of a Court, 
There, where no Father's, Brother's, Friend's difgrace 
Once break their reft, or ftir them from their Place : 
But paft the Senfe of human Miferies, 
All Tears are wipM for ever from all eyes ; 
No cheek is known to blu(h, no heart to throb, 
Saye when they lofe a Queftion, or a Job. 
' P. Good Heaven forbid, that I ihould blaft their glory. 
Who know how like Whig Minifters to Tory, 
And when three Sovereigns dy'd, could fcarce be vext, 
Confidering what a gracious Prince was next. 
Have I, in filent wonder, feen Aich things 
As Pride in Slaves, and Avaiice in Kings; no 

And at a Peer, or Peerefs, fhall I fret. 
Who ftarves a Sifter, or forfwears a Debt ? 
Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaft ; 
But fliall the dignity of Vice be loft ? 
Ye Gods ! ihall Gibber's Son, without rebuke, 1 1 5 
Swear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke ? 
A Favourite's Porter with his Mafter vie, 
Be brib'd as often, and as often lie ? 
Shall Ward draw Contraas with a Stacefman's &ill ? 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a Will ? 120 

Is it for Bond, or Peter, {paltry things) 
To pay their Debts, or keep their Faithy like Kings ? 

If 

VARIATION. 

Ver« III. in fome editions. 
Who ftarves a Mother— 
U 3 
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If Blount dir|>atch*d himfelf, he p\zy*d the i 
And fo may'ft thou, illutlri'ous Paflenui I 
But (hall a Printer, weary of his life, 
Learn, from their Books, to hang himfelf a 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muft not h 
Vice thus abusM, demands a Nation's care 
This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin 
And hurls the Thunder of the Laws on Gij 

Let modeft Fofter, if he will, excel! 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well ; 
A fimple Quaker, or a Quaker's Wife, 
Outdo LandafFe in Doftrinc,— yea in Lifej 
Let humble Allen, with an aukward Sham 
Do good by ftealtb, and blufh to find it Fai 
Virtue may choofe the high or low Degree, 
•Tis juft alike to Virtue, and to me 5 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ftill the fame belov'd, contented thin^ 
Viee is undone, if (he forgets her Birth, 
And (loops from Angelt to the dregs of £s 
But 'tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore ; 
Let Greatnefs own her, and (he's mean no 
Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Court! 
Chafte Matrons praife her, and grave Bi(hc 
In golden Chains the willing World (he dr 
And hers the Gofpcl is, and hers the Laws 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her fcarlet head 
And fees pale Virtue carted in her (lead. 
Lo ! at the wheels of her triumphal Car, 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a 
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DraggM in the duft ! his aims hang idly round, 

B^s Flag inverted trails albng the grouqd ! 

Our Youth, all livcryM o'er with foreign Gold, 155 

Before her dance : behind her, crawl the Old ! 

See thronging Millions to the Pagod run. 

And offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son ! 

Hear her black Trumpet through the Land proclaim, 

That Not to be corrupted is the shame. 160 

In Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Power, 

*Tis Avarice all, Ambition is no more ! 

See, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves ! 

See, all our Pools afpiring to be Knaves 1 

The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore, 165 

Are what ten thoufand envy and adore : 

All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 

At crimes that *fcape, or triumph o>r the Law : 

While Truth, Worth, Wifd<mi, daily they decry— 

«« Nothing is facrcd now but Villainy." 170 

Yet may this Verfe (if fuch a Verfe remain) 
Show there was one who held itin difdain* 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SATIRES. 

Written in mdccxxxviii. 

DIALOGUE n. 

Fr. J "p IS all a Libcl-Paxton (Sir) will fay. 1 

* P. Not yet, my Friend ! to-morrow ^fieuth I 

it may j | 

And for that very caufe I print to-day. I 

How fhould I fret to mangle every line. 

In reverence to the Sins of Thirty-nine ! 5 

Vice with fuch Giant-ftrides comes on amain^ 

Invention ftrives to be before in vain 5 

Feign what I willy and paint it e'er fo ftrong. 

Some rifing Genius fins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty lafli i 10 
Even Guthry faves half Newgate by a Daih. 
Spare then the Perfon, and expofe the Vice. 

P. How, Sir ! not damn the Sharper, but the Dice ? 
Come on then. Satire ! general, unconfin'd. 
Spread thy broad wing, and fouce on all the kind. 1 5 
Ye Statefmen, Priefts, of one Religion all ! 
Ye Tradefmen, vile, in Army, Court, or Hall ! 
Ye reverend Atheifts. F. Scandal ! name them. Who ? 

P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 

Who 
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Who ftarvM a Sifter, who forefwore a Debt, lo 

I nev^r nam*d j the Town 's enquiring yet. 
The poifoning Dame — ^F. You mean-^ P. I don*t.<i» 
F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you ! 
The bribing Statefman— F. Hold, too high you go. 

P. The brib'd Eleftor— F. There you ftoop too 
low. 45 

. P. I fain would pleafe you, if I knew with what ; 
Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not f 
Muft great Offenders, once efcap'd the Crown, 
Like Royal Harts, be never more run down i 
Admit your Law to fpare the Knight requires ? 30 

As Beafts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 
Suppofe I cenfurc— you know what I mean— • 
To fave a Biihop, may I name a Dean ? 

F. A Dean, Sir ? no ; his Fortune is not made, 
You hurt a man that's rifing in the Trade. 35 

P. If not the Tradefman who fet up to-day. 
Much lefs the 'Prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud Satire ! though a Realm be fpoird, 
Arraign no mightier Thief than Wretched Wild s 
Or, if a Court or Country 's made a job, 40 

Go drench a Pickpocket, and join the Mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice !) 
The matter 's weighty, pray confider twice } 
Have you lefs pity for the needy Cheat, 
The poor and friendlefs Villain, than the Great > 45 
Alas ! the fmall Difcredit of a Bribe 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe* 

Then 
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Then better fure it Charity become* 
To tax Directors, who (thank God) In 
€till better, MiniOers ;• or, if the thing. 
May pinch cv'n there— why lay it on a 

F. Stdp i ftop I 

P. Muft Satire, then, nor rii 
Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogue 

F. Yes, ftrike that Wild, V\\ juftify t 

P. Strike } why the man was hanged 
Who now that obfolete Example fear« ? 
Ev'n Peter trembles only for his Ears. 

F. What, always Peter t Peter think 
You make men defperate, if they once ; 
Elfe might he take to Virtue fome yeaiis 

P. As S— k, if he lives, will love tb 

F. Sti*ange fpleen to S^k t 

P. Do I wrong t 
Ood knows, I praife a Courtier where ] 
When I confefs, there is who feels for 
And melts to Goodnefs, need I Scarboi 
Pteas'd let me own, in Ether's peaceful 
{Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelhai 
The Scene, the Mailer, opening to my 
I fit and dream I fee my Craggs anew I 

Ev'n in a Bilhop I can fpy Defert ; 
Seeker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, 
Manners with Candour are to Benfon j 
To Berkley, every Virtue under Heave 

But does the Court a worthy Man rt 
That inftant, I declare, he has my Loi 
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I ihun his Zenith, court his mild Decline ; 

Thus Sommers once, and Halifax, were mine. 

Oft, in the clear, flill Mirrour of Retreat, 

I ftudy'd Shrewftmry, the wife and great : 

Carleton's calm Senfe, and Stanhope's noble Flame, 80 

Compar'd, and knew their generous End the fame : 

How plealing Atterbury's fofter hour ! 

How (hinM the Soul, unconquer'd in the Tower 5 

How can I Pulteney, Ghcfterfield forget. 

While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit : 85 

Argyll, the State's whole Thunder bom to wield, 

AAd (hake alike the Senate and the Field : 

Or Wyndha^n, juft to Freedom and the Throne, 

The Mafter of our Paflions, and his own. 

Names, which I long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 90 

Rank*d with their Friends, not nimiber'd with their 

Train 5 
And if yet higher the proud Lift (hould end, 
Still let me fay I No Follower, but a Friend. 

Yet think Aot, Friendfhip only prompts my lays 5 
I follow Virtue 5 where fhe (hines, I praife : 95 

Point flie to Prieft or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's Beaver caft a Gloiy. 
I never (to my forrow I declare) 
Din'd with the Man of Rofs, or my Lord Mayor. 
^ Some, in their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 
Have ftill a fecrct Byafs to a Knave : 
To find an honeft man, I beat about 5 
And love him, court him, praife him, in or otit. 

F. Then why fo few commended ? 

P. Not 
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P. N6t fo fier 
Fiod you the Virtue, and I'll find the Verfe 
But random Praife— the talk can ne*er be do 
Each Mother aiks it for her booby Son, 
Each Widow aiks it for the Beft of Men, 
For hun flie weepe, and him ihe weds again 
Praife cannot ftoop, like Satire, to the grov 
The Number may be hangM, but not be en 
Enough for half the Greateft of thefe days. 
To 'fcape my Cenfure, not expeft my Praifi 
Are they not rich ? what nrore can they p« 
Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friend ? 
What Richelieu wanted, Louis fcarce coulc 
And what young, Ammon wifh'd, but wi(h 
No Power the Mufe's Friendfhip can comra 
No Power, when Virtue claims it, can witl 
To Cato, Virgil paid one honeft line 5 

let my Country's Friends illumine mine ! 
— What are you thinking ? F. Faith the thoi 

1 think your Friends are out, and would bi 
P. If merely to come in. Sir, they go 01 

The way they take is ftrangely round abou 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'll al 
P. I only call thofe Knaves who are fo r 
Is that too little ? Come then, PU comply- 
Spirit of Arnall ! aid me while I lie. 
Cobham 's a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 
And Lyttelton a dark, defigning Knave, 
St. John has ever been a wealthy Fool ■■ 
But let me add, Sir Robert 's mighty dull. 
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Has never made a Friend in private life, 

And was, befides, a Tyrant to his Wife. J35 

But pray when others praife him, do I blame > 
Call Verres, Wolfey, any odious name ? 
Why rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine. 
Oh alUaccompliih'd St. John ! deck thy (hrine ? 

What ? fliall each fpur-gaird Hackney of the day. 
When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 
Or each new-penfion'd Sycophant, piietend 
To break my Windows if 1 treat a Friend ; 
Then wifely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But 'twas my Gucft at whom they threw the dirt ? 145 
Sure, if I fpare the Minifter, no rules 
Of honour bind me, not to maul his Tools ; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be faid 
His Saws are toothlefs, and his Hatchets Lead. 

It anger'd Turenne, once upon, a day, 150 

To fee a Footman kickM that took his pay t 
But when he heard th' Affront the Fellow gave. 
Knew one a Man^ of honour, one a Knave $ 
The prudent General turn'd it to a jeft. 
And beggM, he'd take the pains to kick the reft : 155 
Which not atprefent having time to do— 
F. Hold Sir! for God's fake, where' s th' Affiront to you ? 
Againft your wodhip when had S — k writ ^ 
Or P— gc pour'd forth the Torrent of his Wit ^ 
Or grant the Bard whofe diftich all commend 160 

[Jn Power a Servant, out of Power a Friend] 
To W— le guilty of feme venial fin; 
What's that to you who ne'er was out nor in ? 

Tfh* 
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The Prieft wbofe Flattery bedropt the C 
How hurt he you ? he only ftainM the Gov 
And how d^d, pray, the florid Youth oS&a 
Whofe Speech you took, and gave it to a F 
P. Faith it imports not much from whom ii 
Whoever borrowed, could not be to blame, 
Since the whole Houfe did afterwards the fs 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford fupply. 
As Hog to Hog in huts of Weftphaly $ 
If one, through Nature's Bounty or his Lo 
Has what the frugal, dirty foil affords. 
From him the next receives it, thick or thii 
As pure a mefs almoft as it came in ; 
The bleifed benefit, not there confinM, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles clofe behii 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they car 
The laft full fairly gives it to the Houfe. 
F. This filthy (imile, this beafUy line 
Quite turns my ftomach— 

P. So does Flattery m 
And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent. 
Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me further— Japhet, 'tis agreed. 
Writ not, and Chaitres fcarce would write ( 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltlefs quite ; 
But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannol 



VARIATION. 

Ver. 185. in the MS. 

I grant it. Sir ; and fuither 'tis agreed, 
Japhet writ not, and Chartrcs icaice could 
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auft BO Egg in Japhets hxx be thrown, 

fe the Deed he forg*d was not my own ? i9» 

[lever Pttriot then decUha at Gin, 

i, good noaa ! he has been fairly in f 

ilous Paftor blame a failing Spoufe, 

)ut a (bring Reafon on his brows f 

:ach Blafphemer quite efc<^ the rod, i^ 

fe the infult 's not on Man, but God ? 

lyou what Provocation I have had ? 

xong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 

I Truth or Virtue an Aflfront endures, 

Vffront is mine, my friend, and (hould be yours» 

, as a Foe profefs'd to falfe Pretence, 

think a Coxcomb's Honour like his Senie ; 

, as a Friend to every worthy mind ; 

mine as Man, who feel for all mankind. 

You '^re fti*angely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no Slave : 
ipudent, I own myfelf no Knave : 
id, my Country's Ruin makes me grave. 
I am proud ; I muft be proud to ft« 
not afi-aid of God, afraid of me : 
from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, aio 
ouchM and fham'd by Ridicule alone, 
facred weapon I left for Tiuth's defence. 
Dread of Folly, Vice, and Infolence l - , • 

.11 but Heaven-dire6led hands deny'dy 
Mufe may give thee, but the Gods muft guide t 
:rent I touch thee ! but with honed zeal ; 
ouze the Watchmen of the public Weal, 

To 
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To Virtue's work provoke the tardy Hall, 
And goad the Prelate (lumbering in hia Stall. 
Ye tinfel Infefls 1 whom a Court maintains^ 
That counts your Beauties only by your Stains, 
Spin all your Cobwebs o'er the Eye of Day \ 
The Mufe's wing ihall brufli you all away : 
AH his Grace preaches, all his Lordihip iings. 
All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of E 
All, all but Truth, drops dead-bom from the Pr 
Like the laft Gazette, or the laft Addrefs. 

When black Ambition ftains a public Cauie, 
A Monarch's Sword when mad Vain-glory draws. 
Not Waller's Wreath can hide the Nation's Scar, 
Not Boileau turn the Feather to a Star. 

Not fo, when, diadem'd with rays divine, 
Touch'd with tlie Flame that breaks from Virtue's S 
Her Prieftefs Mufe forbids the Good to die. 
And opes the Temple of Eternity. 
There, other Trophies deck the truly brave, • 
Than fuch as Anftis cafts into the Grave i 



VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 227. in the MS. 

Where's now the Star that lighted Charles to ri, 
—With that which followed Julius to the ikies. 
Angels, that watch'd the Royal Oak fo well. 
How chanc'd ye nod, when lucklefs Sorel fell ? 
Hence, lying miracles ! reduc'd fo low 
As to the re^al-touch and papal-toe ; 
Hence haughty Edgai-'s title to the Main, 
Britain's to France, and thine to India, Spain ! 
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Far other Stars than • and • • wear. 

And may defcend to Mordington from Stair { 

(Such as on Hough*s unfullyM Mitre fhine, 240 

Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 

Let Envy howl> while Heaven*s whole Chorus Tings, 

And bark at Honour not conferred by Kings ; 

Let Flattery fickening fee the Incenfe rife. 

Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Skies : 245 

Truth guards the Poet, fan6lifies the line. 

And makes immortal, Verfe as mean as mine. 

Yes, the laft Pen for Freedom let me draw. 
When Tnith ftands trembling on the edge of Law ; 
Here, laft of Britons ! let your Names be read; 250 
Are none, none living ? let me praife the Dead, 
And for that Caufe which made your Fathers ihine. 
Fall by the Votes of their degenerate Line. 

F* Alas i alas ! pray end what you began. 
And write next winter more Eilays on Man« %ss 
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EPISTLE VII. 

Imitated in the Manner of Dr. Swift. 

^np I S true, my Lord, I gave my word, 

^ I would btf with you, June the Airdj 
Chang'd it to Auguft, and (in (hdrt) ■ ' 
Have kept it — as you do at Court. 
You humour me when I am fick. 
Why not when I am fplenetick ? •• 
In town, what Ohjefts could I meet * 
The fhops fhut up in every ftreet. 
And Funerals blackening all the Doors, 
And yet more melancholy Whores : 
And what a duft in every place ? 
And a thin Court that wants your Face, 
And Fevers raging up and down. 
And W*^and H*« both in Town I 



"The 



QUinque dies tibi poUicitus me rure futurum, 
^ Sextilem totum mendax defideror. atqui. 
Si me viveiY vis fanum re^eque valentem $ 
Q^m niihi das aegro, dabis aegrotare timenti, 
Maecenas, veniam : dum iicus prima calorque 
Defignatorum decorat ii^ribus atris : 
Dum pueris omnis pater» et matercula pallet ) 
Officiofaque fedulitas, et opella forenfis 
Adducit febres, et teftaxnenta reCi^n^t. 
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«* The dog-days are no more the cafe.'* »5 

'Tis tru€y ^l^\it WiHler cqmw apac« : . 
ThcR-foufhward let" your Bard retire, ' 
Hold out fome Mmiths 'twixt Sun and Fire, 
And you fhall fee the firft warm Weather, 
Me and the Butterflies together, %m 

My Lord* your S'avours well I knowf 
'Tis with biftinajou you beftow j . . •* 

And not to every one that comes, 
Juft as a Scotfman does his Piums.- ^ . 
** Pray take them, Sir— Enough's a F«aJ0t : ^5 

»« Eat fome, and pocket up thp rcfk"— ^ 
What rob your Boys ?. thofe pretty rogues ! 
** No, Sir, you'll leave diem to the Hc|^&.'* 
Thus Fools with Compliment^ bejGiCge yo^ 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 30- 

Scatter your favours on a Fop, 
Ingratitude 's t&e certain crop ^ 

And 

Quod' a bruma nlyes Albanis illinet agHs ji 
Ad mare defcendet vates tuus, et iibi parcet, 
Contraftufquefegetj te, dtilci» tcidev, feviftt 
Cum Zephyris, € cotrcedes, et hinmdlhe prhna. 

Non, quo mort pyris vefci Calaber )ubet lioil^s. 
Tu me fecifK iocupletem . Vcfcc« -firfeS . 
Jam fatis eft. At tu quantumrvrs toYtt, Benigtie. 
Non invifa feres pueris nnznufcula pams. 
Tam teneor dono, quam ii dimittar omiftns* 
Ut libet : haec poreis hodie cdmtctenda rriinquet. 
Prodigus et ftultut donat quae ipemit et odit i 
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And 'tis but juft, I'll tell yoa ^htwe£om^ 

You give the thing* you ncTer care for. 

A wi/e man always is -or fliou'd 35 

Be mighty ready to do good $ 

But makes a difference in his thoi^ 

Betwixt a Guinea and a Groat* 

Now this I'll lay, you '11 find in me 
A fafe Companidn and a foe $ 40 

But if you'd havetne aiwl^s »eaxw» 
A word, pray, in your Honour's ear. 
I hope it is your Refelntkm 
To give me back my Conftittttion 1 
The fprightly Wit, the lively Eyc^ 45 

Th' engaging fmik, the-Gaietyy 
That laugh*d down many a 'SummlBr SttDi 
And kept you up fo oft till oiae % 
And all that vokibtarjr Vein, 

As when Belinda raie'dlBBy Strain. 50 

A 

Haec feges ingratos c«i!it et feitt omnibus annis. 
Vir bonus et fapienb, dig<ni« ait e^ pak'atinn4 
{9ec tamen ignorat, quid diftent aera lupinis ? 
IMgnutti pradhib^ me, etiam pro iaudte merentis. 
Quod fi me Holes ufquam difceden ; Teddes . 
Fortelatns* iiigiiDsan^ftafiYmte'cafntioe': 
Reddes ^olce kqin^ nddes tidbre disoanini, et 
Inter vina:6a[gam CyiiaiBeinoetoe lunblenwe. 
Forte per angufbm'tcBrttisnFttlpecnl&Timam 
Repferat in cfuneram ifiRtaQiiti.i paftaqiiie» Turfia 
Ire foras pleno tsttdelMit )QoqpoA £nsftm» 
X4 



P OPE^S POEMS. 

A. Weazel once made ihift to flink 
at a Corn-loft through a Chink ; 

lit having amply ftuff 'd his (kin, 

ould not get out as he got in ; 

V^hich one belonging to the Houfe 55 

"Twas not a Man, it was a Mouie) 
Obferving, cry'd, ' •< You 'fcape not (b, 
*< Lean as you came. Sir, you muft go.'* 
Sir, you may fpare your Application, 
I*m no fuch Beaft^ nor his Relation; - 4o 

Nor one that Temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the Throat with Ortolans : 
Bxtiemely ready to reiign 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-fea Subfcriptions take who pleafe, 65 

Leave me but Liberty and Eafe. 
*Twas what I faid to Craggs and Child, 
Who prais'd my Modefty, and fmil'd. 
Give me, I cry'd, (enough for me) 
My Bread, and Independency ! 7 

So bought an Annual-rent or two, 
And liv*d juft as you fee I do | 

N( 

Cui muftela procul, Si vis, ait, eflfugere iflinc ; 
Macra cavum repetes ar^him, quem macra fubifti. 
Hac ego fi compellar imagine, cun^a refigno ; 
Nee fomnum plebis laudo fatur altilium, nee 
Otia divitiis Arabum libcrrima muto. 
Saepe verecundiun laudalti : Rexque, Paterque 
Audifti coi-am, nee verbo parcius abfens : 
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»r fifty, -and without a Wife, 

ruft that Sinking Fund, my Life. 

in I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 75 

rink back to my Paternal Cell, 

little Houfe, with Trees a-row, 

ftd, like its Mafter, very low. 

tiere dy'd my Father, no man*s Debtor, 

id there I'll die, nor worfe nor better. %• 

> fet this matter fnll before ye, 

ir old friend Swift will tell his Story. 

Hai-ley, the nation's great fupport— '* 

It you may read it, I ftop ihort. 

fpice, (i poflum donata reponere laetus. 



rvum parva decent, mihi jam non regia Roma, 
i vacuum Tibur placet, aut imbelle Tarentum. 
-enuus et fortis, cauiifque Philippus agendis 
arus, &c. 
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The latter Pwt of S A T IRE Vi •. 

Xi Charming Noons ! and NIghte divine ! 

Or when I fup, or when I dine^ 

My Friends above, my Folks below, 135 

Chatting and laughing all-a-row. 

The Beans and Bacon fet before 'em> 

The Grace-cup fervM with all decorums 

Each willing to be jpleasM^ and pleaiiet 

And even the veiy Dogs at eaie ! t4t 

Here no man prates of idle things. 

How this or that Italian fings, 

A Keighbour^s Madnefs, or his Spoufe^s, 

Or what's in eit^itr t)f Ae Houies t 

But fomething much more our concern, 145 

And quite a fcandal not to learn : 

Which IS the happier, or the wifer, 

A man of Merit, or a Mifer ? 

Whether 

- ' * 

O no£les coenaeque Deum I quibus ipfe meique. 
Ante Larem proprlum vefcor, vernafque procaces 
Pafco libatis dapibus : cum, ut cuique libido eft, 
Siccat inaequales calices conviva, folutus 
Legibus infanis : feu quis capit acria fortis 
Pocula$ feu modicis uvefcit laetius. ergo 
Sermo oritur, non de villis domibufve alienis. 
Nee male necne Lepos faltct : fed quod magis ad not 
Peitinet, et nefcire malum eft, agitamus ; utrumne 

• See the firft part in Swift's Poems. 
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Whether we ought to chufe our Friondi^ 

For their own Worth, or our own Endfi ? 1 5» 

What good, or better, we may call* 

And what, the very beft of all } 

Our Friend Dan Prior, told {you know) 
A Talc extrcmcLy *< a propot f" 
Name a Town Life, and ia a trioc^ i{| 

He had a Story of two Mice. 
Oi\ce on a time ((b runs the Fable) 
A Country Mouib, right ho%itabi^ 
Recety'd a Town Mouie at hn Boani, 
Juft as a Farmer might a Lord^. 169 

A frugal Mouie, upon the whole, 
Yet lov'd his Friend, and had a Soul, 
Knew what was handibrae^ and would 4io\ 
On juft occalioni << ooute qui coute."' 
He brought him Bacon (nothing lean) 165 

Pudding, that might have pleasM a Dean ^ 

Cheefe, 

Divitiis homines, an Aat virtute beat! : 
Qjiidve ad atnicitlas^ ulus re^umne, trahat nos t 
£t quae £t natura boni, fummumque quid ejus. 
Comufl haec inter viclnus .garrit aniles 
£x re fabellas. ii quis nam laudat ArcUi 
Solichas ignarus o^^i iic inci|>it : Olim 
Rufticus urbanum murem mus paupere fcrtur 
Accepiflfe cavo, vetei-cm vetus holjpes amicum i 
Afper, ct attenttts quacdtis i ut tamen ar^um 
Solverct hofpitiis animum, quid multa i neque iUi 
Sepoiiti cicoris, aec longae invidit avvuft v 



3x6 P O PE*S POEMS. 

Cheefe, fuch as men in Suffolk raake. 

But wiih*d it Stilton for his fake ; 

Yet, to his Gueft though no way fparing. 

He eat himfelf the rind and paring. • 

Our Courtier fcarce bould touch a bit. 

But ihow*d his Breeding and his Wit ; 

He did his beft to feem to eat. 

And cry'd, *« I vow you're niighty neat. 

'* But Lord, my Friend, this favage Scene ! 

** For God's fake, come, and live with Men i 

** Conlider, Mice, like Men, muft die," 

** Both fmall and great, both you and 1 1 

" Then fpend your life in Joy and Sport, 

" (This doarine. Friend, I leam*d at Court:)'' 

The verieft Hermit in the Nation 
May yield, God knows, to ftrong temptation. 



Aw 



Aridum et ore ferens acinum, femefaque lardi 
Frufta dedit, cupiens varia failidia coena 
Vincere tangentis male fmgula dente fuperbo : 
Cum pater ipfe domus palea porre£lus in homa 
Eflet ador loliumque, dapis meliora relinquens. 
Tandem urbanus ad hunc. Quid te juvat, inquit, amic 
Praerupti nemoris paticntcm vivcre dorfo ? 
Vin' tu homines urbcmque feris praeponere fylvis ? 
Carpe viam (mihi crede) comes : terrefhia quando 
Mortales animas vivunt fortita, neque ulla eft, 
Aut magno aut parvo, leti fuga. quo, bone, circa, 
Pum licet, in rebus jucundis vive beatus : 
Vive memor quam fis aevi brevis. Haec ubi di^ 



I 
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Away they came, through thick and thiiiy 

To a tall houfe near Lincoln^s-Inn : 

('Twas on the night of a Debate, 1S5 

When all their Lordihips had fate late.) 

Behold the place, where if a Poet 
Shin'd in Dcfcription, he might ihow it ; 
Tell how the Moon-beam trembling falls. 
And tips with Silver all the walls ; 190 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Grotefco roofs, and Stucco floors : 
But let it (in a word) be faid, 
The Moon was up, and Men a-bed. 
The Napkin 's white, the Carpet red: 195 

The Guefts withdrawn had left the Treat, 
And down the Mice fate, " tete a tSte.*' 

Our Courtier walks from difh to di(h, 
Taftcs for his Friend of Fowl and Fi(h j 
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 100 

<' Que 9a eft bon t Ah goutez 9a ! 

<«That 

Agreftem pepulere, domo levis exiilit : inde 
Ambo propoiitum peragunt iter, urbis ayentet 
Moenia nofhimi fubrepere. jamque tenebat 
Nox medium coeli fpatium, cum ponit uterque 
In locuplete domo veftigia: rubro ubi cocco 
Tinfia fuper le£kos canderet veftis ebumot ; 
Multaque de magna fupereflent fercula coena« 
Quae procul exftru^s inerant beftema caniftrit. 
f^rgo ubi purpurea porre6hmi in Tcfte locavit 
Agi^ftem I veluti fuccin^tut curfitat liofpet» 
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« That Jelly '« mh, Ais Malmfty Keating^ 

** Pray dip your Whiffecrs and your Tail m*^ 

Was ever fuch a happy Swatn ? 

He ftufFs and fvMlls, andlhiff^ :q;3xxt. sej 

<* I'm quite a(ham*d — 'tos mighty rude 

" To eat fo much — btrt all's fo good. 

«« I have a theufend thanks to give— 

^ My Lord alone kno^rs how to Hve.** 

No fooner faid, but from the Hall 210 

Rufti Chaplain, Butler, Dogs and all : 

*« A Rat, a Rat ! clap to the door" — 

The Cat comes bouncinrg on the ftoor« 

O fi>r the heait of Homer's Mice, 

Or Gods to favc ^m in a trice ! 115 

(It was by Providence they thiok. 

For your damn'd Stucco has no chinfe.) 

** An't pleafc your HonouF, quol^ the Peaiant, 

*• This fame Ueflfert is not fo pleafent t] 

" Give me again my hollow Tree, 

.** A Cruft of Bread, and Liberty I" 

Continuatque dapes » nee nan vemiliter ipfis 

Fungitur officii^^ prael^mbcns omae quod iffiuU 

Ille Cubans gaudet m.uta£a forte^ boniUqvA 

Rebus aglt laetum convivam : cum fubito ingeii& 

Valvarum ftrepitus le£Us excuflit utrumqjue. 

Currere per totum pavidi conclave i mag^quc 

Exanimes trepidaie, fiaiul dooiuft altaMoloifis 

Perfonuit canibus, tun mfiicus. Hand mihi vita 

Eft opus hac, ait, etvaleais : me fyiva^ car«i(qiie 

Tutus ab infidu« t^nvi iokbitvi: onrgt, 

BOOK 
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BOOK IV. 
O D E I. 

To VENUS. 

A I N ? D€w Tumults in my bixaft ? 
\h rpare me» Venus ! kt um, kt me rail I 
lot now, ahs I the man 

in the gentk Reign of my Qgeea Awie. . . 

und no more thy foft alaarms,, 

circk £bber fifty with thy Chacms V 
rr too fkice of dear Deiires ! 
n, turn to willing hearts your wimdon firesu 
udI^ five dire6l your Doves, 
re fpread round Murray all your blooming Loves 5 

Noble 



Ad VENEREM. 

:rmissa, Venus, din 
rfus bella moves ? parce precor, precor, 
im qualis eram bonae 
regno Cynarae. define, dnlcium 
faeva Cupidinum, 
a lufira decern fieftere moUibus 
Lirum imperiisi abi 
blandae juvenum te revocant pieces* 
:ftivius in domum 
Hi, purpureis ales oloribng^ 
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Noble and young, who ftrikes the heart 

With every fprightly, every decent part $ 
Equal) the injurM to defend, 

To charm the Miftrefs, or to fix the Friend. 
He, with a hundred Arts refinM, 

Shall ftretch thy conquefts over half the kind : 
To him each Rival ihall fubmit. 

Make but his Riches equal to his Wit. 
Then fliall thy Form the Marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian Form) and Chloe lend the Face : 
His Houfe, embofomM in the Grove, 

Sacred to focial life and focial love. 
Shall glitter o*er the pendent green. 

Where Thames refie6ls the vifionaryfcene : 
Thither, the filvcr-founding lyres 

Shall call the fmiling Loves, and young Defires ; 

There, 



CommifTabere Maximi ; 

Si torrere jecur quaeris idoneum. 
Namque et nobilis, et decens, > 

Et pro folicitis non tacitus reis, 
Et centum puer artium. 

Late (igna feret militiae tuae, 
Et, quandoque potentior 

Largis muneribus riferit aemuli, 
Albanos prope te lacus 

Ponet marmoream fub trabc citrca 
lUic plurima naribus 

Puces thura J lyraquc ct Bcrccynthiae 
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*rhere, every Grace and Mufc ihall throngy 

Exalt the dance^ dr animate die fong) 
*rhcre Youths and Nymphs^ in confort gay. 

Shall hail the rifing, clofe the parting dajr. 
With mc, alas ! thofc joys are o'er j 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no more; 
Adieu ! fond hope of mutual fire. 

The ftill-believing, ftill renew'd defire j 
Adieu ! the heart-expanding bowi. 

And all the kind Deceivers of the foul ; 
But why ? ah tell me, ah too dear ! 

Steals dovm my cheek th' involuntary Tear ? 
Why words fo flowing, thoughts fo free. 

Stop, or turn nonfenfe, at one glance of Ihee ? 
Thee, dreft in Fancy's airy beam, 

Abfent I follow through th' extended Dream ; 



Dele^hibere tibia 

Mixtis carminibus, non fme fiftula. 
Illic bis pueri die 

Numen cum tencris virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 

■In morem Salium tcr quatient humCim. 
Me ncc femina, nee puer 

Jam, nee fpes animi credula mutui, 
Nee certai*e jiivat mero 

Nee vincire novis tempera floribus. 
Sed cur, heu ! Ligtirine, cur 

Manat rara meas lacryma per genas ? 
Vol. II. Y 



Now, now I iceai^ I cMp ^ i^h^fW^r 
And now yo^ biict^ ifji^H^ I) /r9» isy 9nn# i- 

And fwiftly i^Qt ^^^g jhe M4l^» 
Or foftly.glWe by fl>f Qml, 

Now ihown by Cynt}H^'9 (Irer ray, 
And novfrm ¥ol\i^gyft4&f(^fn^^t^d9^'i^-^ 

» — ■— — 1 I ■■ ■ I J ■ I I 1 . I . I 

Cur facunda param decoro 

Inter verba caditlin^g^jra fikndo ? 
No^mis te ego fomniia 

Jam captum. teneo, jam vducrem fequor 
Te per gramifta Mardi 

Campi, te per aquas, dure, voUibiles. 



Part 
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Pittt of the NINTH O D £ 
Of the FOURTH BOOK. 

A FRAGMEitT. 

L£ $ T you fhoTild think that vcifc ihall dic^ 
Which fotinds the S!h«r ThathH dcmgi 
Taught on the wings of Trtith to Hf 

Above the reach of rbfgat fmg % 
Though dariiig Milton fits iubtimei 

In Spenfer native Mofes i^ay i 
Nor yet ihall Waller yield to time. 

Nor pcnfive Cowlcy*s moral lay—* 

Sages and Chiefs long fince had birth 

Ere Ca;far was* or Newton nam'd ; 

Thefe, 

"v T £ forte credas interitura, quae 
'*-^ Longe fonantem natus ad Aufidum 
Noil ante vulgatas per artei 
Verba loquor focianda chordis 3 
Non, fi priores Matonius tenet 
Sedes Homerus> Pindaricae latent 
Geaeque> et Alcaei miliates 
Stefichorique graves Camenae s 
Kec, fi quid olim lufit Anacreon> 
Delevit aetas : fpirat adhuc amor^ 
Y 9 
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Thefe rdis*d new Empires o'er the Earth, 

And Thofe, new Heavens and Syftemt framed. 

Vain was the Chief's, the Sage's pride ! 
They had no Poet, and they died t 

In vain they fchem'd, in vain they bled ! 
They had no Poet, and are dead. 

Vivuntque conunifli calores 

Aeoliae fidibus puellae. 

Vixere fortes ante Agamemnonar 

Multi ; fed omnes illacrymabiles 

XJrgentur ignotique longa 

No^e, carent quia vate facro» 
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I 3*7 3 

o n 

Receiving from tke Right Hon. the Lady 

FRANCES SHIRLEY 

A STANBKft AND TWO PENS. 

"^ES, Ilieheld th* Athenian Qneen 
^ Defcend in all Ker ibber chaians ; 
** And take* ({Re' Taid, arirf QnWd ferene}' 
^< Take at this hand celeflial arms. 

^ Secure the radiant weapons wield 5 
<< This golden lance (hall guard Defert, 

*< And if a Vice dares keep the 4ield, 
« This ftcel fliall ftab it to the heart." 

Aw*d, on my bended knees I fell, 

Rcceiv*d the weapons of the iky 5 
And dipt tliem in the fabJe Well, 

The Fount of Fame or Infamy^. 

«« What Well ? what Weapon ? (Flayia cries) 

** A llandifli, fteel and golden pen I 
*' It came from Bertrand's, not the ikies ; 

" I gave it you to write again, 

<* But, Friend, take heed whom you attack $ 
" You *11 bring a houfe (I mean of Peers) 
** Red, Blue, and Green, nay white and black, 
« I^ and all about your eaure 

Y 4. « You'd 
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** YouM write as fmooth again on glafs, 
** And run, on ivory, fo glib, 

** As not to ftick at fool or afs, 
«« Nor ftop at Flattery or Fib. 

'f Athenian Queen I and fob^ charms ! 

** I tell you, fool, there 's nothing in "t : 
*' 'Tis Venus, Venus gives thefc arms ; 

** In Dryden's Virgil fee the print. 

*' Come, if you Ml be a quiet foul, 

" That dares tell neither Truth nor Lies, 

♦* I'll lift you in the harralefs roll 

" Of thofe that fmg of thcfe poor eyes.'' 
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EPISTLE 

T O 

IIOBERT EARL OF OXFORD, 
AND EARL MORTIMER, 

IS E N T to the Earl of Oxford with Dr. Pamell's Poems 
publiflied by our Author, after the faid Earl's Im- 
prifonment in the Tower, and Retreat into the Coun- 
try, in the year 1721. v 

Q U C H were the notes thy once-lov'd Poet fung, 
^ Till Death untimely ftoppM his tuneful tongue. 
Oh juft beheld, and loft ! adroir'd, and moum'd I 
With fpfteft manners, gentleft arts adomM I 
Bleft in eaph fcience, bleft in every ftrain 1 $ 

Dear to the Mufe ! to Harley dear — in vain ! 

For him, thou oft haft bid the World attend. 
Fond to forget the ftatefman in the friend ; 
For Swift and him, defpis'd the farce of ftate. 
The fober follies of the wife and great $ 10 

Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit. 
And pleasM to 'fcape from Flattery to Wit. 

Abfent or dead, ftill let a friend be deai*, 
(A figh the abfent claims, the dead a tear) 
Recall thofe nights that clos'd thy toilfome days, 15 
Still hear thy Pamell in his living lays. 
Who, cai-elefs now of Intereft, Fame, or Fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e'er was great j 
V' r Or, 
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Or, deeming meaneft what we greateft call, 
Beholis thee gllorioufe only rH thy fall. 

And fure, if aught belt^v the feats divine 
Can touch IramortaUy *tis a ^oul like thtse : 
A Soul- S»py§ixM, i» each hard inftaace try^d. 
Above all Pain, and Paffion, and all Pride, 
The rage of POwtr, tlttf Ulaft of pMi€ brctftfct. 
The kifl of Lwcre^ a»d the dread of Deatliu 

In vain t& Deferts thy retreat is made > 
The Muie attends th«e to thy filest iliade > 
*Ti8 hei-8, the brave man's lateft fteps ta trace, 
Rejudge his afts, and dignify difgracc. 
When ULUofti calls otf all Iser hteOt^WtSrof 
A«d aTl tV obl4g*d ^Cti^, and all fite tiitf | 
Siie wflkS) Of to tlM ^ciifol^ ot^4tSA\f 
When the lalt litigariis^ Mtusd hatf l9^ itetlnH ^ 
£v*n now, ihe todfe^dP^SvMiilg-^VQ^^ift'My 
(No hireling' fte^ fter fnikit^KBg M fhitt^yt 
£v*n now, ebfervaHVb o£ i))s ^vtf^gtgf, 
£ye8 the cal«)^ S«m-f«l$ o# thi^ faykMlM^ Avf,r 
Through Foituwe'9 (dWd^dne tyaly grJMti^Mi^ti« 
Nor fears to telV tte Moib^n^AR k Hel 
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EPISTLE 
TO JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ;^ 

SECRETARY OF STATS IN T»E YEAR 17IO. 

A Soul as full of Worth, as void of Pnde^ 
Which nothing feeks to (hew, or need< to hide, 
PThicUr nor to Guilt, nor Fear, its Caution owM, 
^nd boafts a Warmth that from no Pailion ilows. 
A. Face untaught to feign ; a jndiging Eye, 5 

That dacts ievesr u^pon* a> rising Lie, 
f^d ftrikea a biuflt thivogh fvontldfe Flattery. 
fUl this thoii wtot; and beiag this beforr^ 
j^now, Kafig» and Fortune cannot make tHer moiw. 
Then fcom to gsdn » Friendi by ficrvile WHfe, lO 

!«lor wifh tdlbfe a Foe thefe Virtues raife-3 
But candid) ft-ee^. iitvcare,, ae fu bega«> 
E^roceedv— ftMiwfter, but ftiU^a Maa.. 
^ not (esialted^to whatever degree) 
IViham'd. ©f any Friend, not ev'n of Me r t^ 

The Patriot^ s plain,. but untrod, path punitir; 
S not, ^tis i muSt: be aiham-'d of You. 



I 
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TO MR. JERVAS, 

With Mr. Dryden's Tranflation of Fresko 
Art of Painting. 

THIS Epiftle, and the two following, were wri 
feme years before the reft, and originally prii 
in 1717. 

ftp* HIS Verfe be thine, my friend, nor thou rcfd 
•*' This, from no venal or ungrateful Mu(e* 
Whether thy hand ftrike out fome free defign. 
Where Life awakes, and dawns at eyeiy line ; 
Or blend in beauteous tin^s the colour^ mafs. 
And from the canvas call the mimic face: 
Read thefe inftru£live leaves, in which confpire 
Frefnoy's clofe Art, and Dryden's native Fire : 
And reading wi(h, like theirs, our fate and fame^ 
So mixM our ftudies, and fo joinM our name; 
Like them to fhine through long fucceeding age. 
So juft thy (kill, fo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Sifter- Arts we came. 
And met congenial, mingling flame with flame ; 
Like friendly colours found them both unite. 
And each from each contrail new ftrength and light 
How oft in pleafing talks we wear the day. 
While fummer-funs roll unperceiv'd away ! 
How oft our flowly-growing works impart. 
While Images refte^l from art to art ! 
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>w oft review ; each finding likjt a friend 
•mething to blame, and fomething to commend f 
What flattering fcenes our wandci ing fancy wrought, 
3me^8 pompout glories riiing to onr tboughf ^ 
og^cr o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 25 

r'd with Ideas of fair Italy, 
'^ith thee on RaphaePs Monument I mourn, 
r wait infpiring Dreams at Maro's Urn s 
^ith dice repofe, where TuUy once was laid, 
r feek fome Ruin*s formidable fhade : 50 

rhile Fancy brings the vanifli'd piles to view, 
nd builds imaginary Rome anew, 
ere thy weli-fhidied marbles fix our eye j 
. fading Frefco here demands a figh : 
ich heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 3 5 

[atch Raphael's grace with thy lovM Guidons air, 
UTacci*s ftremgth, Correggio's fofter line, 
lulo^s free (boke, and Titian's warmth divine. 
How finiihM with illuftrious toil appears 
his fmall, well-polifh'd Gem, the work of years ! 40 
et ftill how faint by precept is exprefs'd 
be living image in the painter's breaft ! 
hence endlefs fhieams of fair Ideas flow, 
rike in the (ketch, or in the pifture glow j 
hence Beauty, waking all her forms, fupplies 45 

.n Angel's fweetnefs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 
Mufe ! at that Name thy facred forrows ftied, 
hofe tears eternal that embalm the dead j . 
all round her Tomb each obje6l of defire, 
ach purer frame inform'd with purer fire : 5* 
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Bid her be 2^1 that cheart w foftenf life. 
The tender fifter* dattghtcr* friend, aod wifei 
Bid her be all that roaket nRtokind adort | 
Then view thi» marble* siM be vain no move \ 

Yet ftill her charms in bft^eathtng paiat engage ; 
Her modeft cheek (hall warm a fiitsiie age« 
Beaaty, frail fi^vwer that every ibafon £eart» 
Blooms in thy colours for a thmiiknd years. 
Thus Chi>jrchUr« race /hall other hearts furjirice. 
And other Beauties envy Worflcy's eyes; 
Each pleaAng Blount (ball endle6 finiies beftow. 
And foft Belinda's blufli for ever gk)ipr. 

Oh, lafting as ^ofe Colours may they diine. 
Free as thy ftroke, yet fatdtleft as thy tine $ 
New graces yearly like thy vwrks difplay. 
Soft without weaknefs, wkWut glaring gay } 
Led by fome rule, diat guides, but nut cg « iiaimi f 
And finiih'd more through happinefs than patas I 
The kindred Arts fliall in their praife con%ife» 
One dip the pencils and one ftring the lyre. 
Yet fhould the Graces all thy iigutes fUaae, 
And breathe an air divine on every face ; 
Yet fliould the Mufes bid my numbera roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their £baL ; 
With Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie. 
And thefe be fung till Granville's Myra die : 
Alas I how little from the grave we claim ! 
Thou but preferv'ft a Face, and I a Name. 

EPI STl 
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EPISTLE 

TO MISS BLOUNT, 
WITH THE WORKS OF VOITURB. 

^ And all the Writer lives in evfry lint ^ 

flis iufy Art may lui|^y Nature iefi9« 

Frifles then^ye^ sue f legimt in him. 

imre to chaim^U was hif peculiar f?te» j; 

Who TrMiovt ^ttery pleas*4 the fair and great } 

Still with eftani pq lefs convers'd than itarf i 

With wit well-«atwr'd, and- with books vell^bred t 

Hit hen^ Us niArefs and his friend did Aaxf» 

Hi|i time, the M^ ^ witty and the fair* iq 

rhus yn£df cml^9 snnocantljr gajr^ 

Chear&l he play'd ^ ^ri4«» Li^^^ awjty i 

rm fa« fta^ felt b^ gfwilt hreathiiippffetf^ 

As fmiling lirfiiQ^s if9ft theinfelwea tp left. 

(v'n nval. Wiu did Voit^uf^'s death deplore* 1 5 

And the gay mour»*^ who never moiuni'd before 4 

rhe trueft bfwts for Voitafe h^av*d with fighs» 

V^oituxt was wq^ by all this hrighleft Eyes : 

The Smijff %a/^ Lovef bad died in Voiture*a dtatl^ 

Bvt thyt for fyv in bit lines tbey breathe. t^ 

Let the ^fiSt (ifis of graver mortals be 
A long, exa^, ^ ferious Cgm^y i 
In every fcfne fi>me Moral let it teacb^ 
Andy if it €«n» at opce botb pleaie and pr«ach« 
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Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 

And ihore divdting ftill than regular. 

Have Humour, Wit, a native Eafe and Grace, 

Though not too flriftly bound to Time and Place : 

Critics in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleafe, 

Few write to thofe, and non^ can live to thefe. 

Too much your Sex are by their forms confinM, 
Severe to all, btit moft to Womankind j 
Cuftom, grown blind with Age, muft be your guide 
Your pleafure is a vice, but not your pride ; 
By Nature yielding, ftubbom but for fame 5 
Made Slaves by honour, and made fools by Shame. 
Marriage may all thofe petty Tyrants cliace^ 
But fets up one, a greater in their place t 
Well might you wifh for change by thoft accurft^ 
Bttt the laft Tyrant ever proves the woriV. 
Still in conftraint your fuffering Sex remains, 
Or bound in formal, or in i-eal chains: 
Whole years neglcfted, for fomc months adored, 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord« 
Ah, quit not the free innocence of life. 
For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife 5 
Nor let falfe Shews, nor empty Titles pleafe i 
Aim not at Joy, but reft content with Eafe. 

The Gods, to curfe Pamela with her prayers. 
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Marcs, 
The fhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ftate. 
And, to complete her blifs, a Fool for Mate. 
She glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glittering;, wretched Thing ! 

Pric 
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Pride, Pomp, and State, but reach her outward part ; 55 
She iighs, and is no Dutchefs at her heart* 

But, Madam, if the fates withlhnd, and you 
Ai-e deftin'd Hymen's billing Viftim too 5 
Truft not too much your now refif^lefs charms, 
Thofe, Age or Sicknefs, ibon or late difarms : 60 

Good*humour only teaches charms to laft. 
Still makes new conquefts, and maintains the paft i 
Love, raisM on Beauty, will like that decay. 
Our hearts may bear its ilender chain a day } 
As flowery bands in wantonnefs are worn, 65 

A moming^s pleafure, and at evening torn ; 
This binds in ties more eafy, yet more ftrong. 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus * Voiture's early care ftill (hone the fame, 
And Montliaufier was only changed in name $ 70 

By this, ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm. 
Their Wit ftijl fparkling, and their flames ftill warm. 

Now crownV with Myrtle, on th' Elyfian coaft. 
Amid thofe Lovkrs, joys his gentle Ghoft : 
Pleas'd, while with fmiles his happy lines you view, 75 
And finds a fairer Ramboiiillet in you. 
The brighteft eyes in France infpir'd his Mufe j 
The brighteft eyes in Britain now perufe ) 
And dead, as living, *tis our Author's pride 
Still to charm thofe who charm the world beiidc. So 

* Mademoifelle Paulet. 
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5^? POPE'S POEM S. 

EPISTLE 

TO THE SAME, 

On her leaving the Town after the Coronation, 1715. 

AS feme fond Virgm, whom her mother^s care 
Drags from the Town to wholefome Countiy air, 
Juft when (he leai-ns to roll a melting eye, 
And hear a fpark, yet think no danger nigh ; 
From the dear man unwilling Ihe muft fever, 5 

Yet takes one kifs before (he parts for ever : 
Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew. 
Saw others happy, and with fighs withdrew; 
Not that their pleafurcs caus'd her difcontent, 
She figh'd, not that they ftayM, but that (be went, w 

She vrent to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-faihion'd halU, dull Aunts, and croaking Ix>ok$^t 
She went from Opera, Park, AlTembly, Play, 
To morning-walks, and prayers three hours a-day ; 
To part her time 'twixt reading and fiohe^ 15 

To mufe, and fpiil her folitary tea, 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the fpoon, 
Count the (low Clock, and dine exa^ at noon ; 
Divert her eyes with piftures in the fire. 
Hum half a tune, tell (lories to the 'Squire ; •© 

Up to her godly garret after feven. 
There ftarve and pray, for that's the way to heaven. 

Some 'Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack ; 
Whofe game is Whift, whofe treat a toaft in fack : 

Who 
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Who vifits with a gun, prefents you birds, 2$ 

Then gives a fmacking bufs, and cries, — No words ! 
Or with his hounds comes hallooing f;:om the ftable. 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ; 
Whofe laughs are heart)', though his jefts are coarlc, 
And loves you beft of all things— but his horfc. 30 

In fome fair evening, on your elbow laid. 
You di^eam of Triumphs in the rural (hade j 
In penfive thought recall the fancy'd fccne, 
See Coronations rife on eveiy green ; 
Before you pafs th' imaginary fights 3 5 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and gartered Knights, 
While the fpread fan o'erihades your clofing eyes j 
Then give one flirt, and all the vifion flics. 
Thus vaniih fceptres, coronets, and balls> 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls ! 40 

So when your flave, at feme dear idle time, 
(Not plagueM with head-achs, or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the ftreets, abfb*a6led from the aew. 
And while he feems to ftudy, thinks of you. 
Juft when his fancy points your fprightly eyes, 45 

Or fees the bluih of foft Parthenia rife, 
Oay pats my flioulder, and you vanifli quite. 
Streets, Chairs, and Coxcombs, rufli upon my fight j 
Vex'd to be ftill in town, I knit my brow. 
Look four, and hum a Tunc, as you may now. 50 
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BASSET. TABLE, 

A N 

E C L O G U £• 

CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 

CARDELIA. 

'Tp H E Baffet-Table fpread, the Tallicr come ; 
•■• Why ftays Smilinda in the Dreiling-room ? 
Rifc> pcnfive Nymph ; the Tallier waits for you. 

SMILINDA. 

Ah, Madam, fmce my Sharper is untrue^ 
I joylefs make my once adorM Alpheu. 
I faw him ftand behind Ombrelia's Chair, 
And whifper with that foft, deluding air, 
And thofe feign'd (ighs which cheat the liftenmg 
Fair. 

CARDELIA. 

Is this the caufe of your romantic ftrains ? 
A mightier grief my heavy heart fuftains. lo 

As You by Love, fo I by Fortune crofsM ; 
One, one bad Deal, Three Septlevas have loft. 

SMILINDA. 

Is that the grief, which you compare with mine ? 
With eafe, the fmiles of Fortune I refign : 
Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone j 15 

Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 

CARDILIA. 



] 
I 
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CARDELIA. 

A lover loft, is but a common care $ 
And prudent Nymphs againft that change prepare : 
The Knave of Clubs thrice loft : Oh ! who could guefs 
This fatal ftroke, this unforefeen Diftrefs f 3« 

SMILINDA. 

Sec Betty Lovet ! very a propos. 
She all the cares of Love and Play does know : 
Dear Betty (hall th' important point decide ; 
Betty, who oft the pain of each has try'd ; 
Impartial, (he (hall fay who fuffers moft> 25 

By Cards, IlUUfage, or by Lovers loft. 

LOVET. 

Tell, tell your griefs 5 attentive will I ftay. 
Though time is precious, and I want fome Tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold this Equipage, by Mathers wrought. 
With Fifty Guineas (a gi-eat Pen'worth) bought. 30 
See, on the Tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid ftrive; 
And both the ftruggling figiures fecm alive. 
Upon the bottom ihines the Queen's bright Face j 
A Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-cafe ; 
Jove, Jove himfelf does on the Sciifars ihine i 35 

The Metal, and the Workmanihip, divine ! 

SMILINDA. 

This SnuiF-box,— once the pledge of Sharper* s bve, 
When rival beauties for the Prcfent ftrove ; 
At Corticelli's he the Raffle won ; 
Then firft his Paiiion was in public ftiown : 40 

Hazardia blufli'd, and tumM her head afidCy 
A Rival's envy (all in vain) to hide. 

Z 3 '^'^''^ 
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This SnufF-boXj—on the Hinge fee Brilliants fhinc t 
This Snuff-box will I ftakc ; the Prize is mine* 

CARDELIA. 

Alas ! far leffer loifes than I bear, 45 

Have made a Soldier figh, a Lover fwear. 
And oh ! what makes the difappointment hard> 
'Twas my own Lord that drew the fatal Card. 
In Compilaifance, I took the Queen he gave ; 
Though my own fecret wiih was for the Knave. 50 
The Knave won Sonica, which I had chofe } . 
And the next Pull> my Septleva I lofe. 

SMILINDAf 

But ah ! what aggravates the killing fmart, 
The cruel thought, that ftabs me to the heart s 
This curs'd Ombrelia, this undoing Fair, 55 

By whofe vile arts this heavy giicf I bear ; 
She, at whofe name I ihed thefe fpiteful tearSf 
She owes to me the very charms fhe wears. 
An awkward Thing, when fii-ft (he came to Town ; 
Her Shape unfafhionM, and her Face unknown : 6d 
She was my friend } I taught her firft to fpread 
Upon her fallow cheeks enlivening red : 
I introducM her to the Pai'k and Plays; 
And by my intereft. Cozens made her Stays. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 65 
She dares to fteal my Favourite Lover's heait. 

CARDELIA. 

Wretch that I was, how often have I fwore. 
When Winnall tally'd, I would punt no more ! 
/ know the Bite, yet to my Ruin run ; 
And fee the Folly, Ny\v\c\vl cmvivc^x^volXv. 70 
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SMILINSA. 

How many Maids have Sharper's vows dece^vM I 
How many curs'd the moment they believM ! 
Yet his known Falfehoods could no Warning prove : 
\A\k ! what is Warning to a Maid in Love? 

CARDELIA. 

But of what marble muft that breaft be formM, 75 
To gaze on BaiTet, and remain unwannM ? 
When Kings, Queens, Knaves, are let in decent rank ; 
Exposed in glorious heaps the tempting Bank, 
tiruineas, Half-guineas, all the fliining train ; 
The Winner's pleafure, and the Lofer's pain : 3o 

In bright Confufion open Rouleaus lie. 
They ftrike the Soul, and glitter in the Eye, 
Fir'd by the fight, all reafon I difdain 5 
My Paflions rife, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Baffet, you who reafon boaftj 85 

And fee if reafon muft not there be loft. 

SMILINDA, 

What more than marble muft that heart compofe. 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's Vows ? 
Then, when he trembles ! when his Blufhes rife ! 
When awful Love feems melting in his Eyes ! 90 

With eager beats his Mechlm Cravat moves : 
He loves,— I whifper to myfelf, he loves ! 
Such unfeign'd Paflion in his looks appears, 
I lofe my Memory of my former Fears ; 
My panting heart confeffes all his charms^ 95 

I yield at once, and fmk into his aims. 

Z 4 Think 
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Think of that moment, you who Prudence boail; 
For fuch a moment, Pnidcnce well were loft, 

CARDELIA. 

At the Groom-Porter^6, batterM Bullies play. 
Some Dukes at Marybone bowl Time away. . too 

But who the Bowl, or rattling Dice compai-es 
To Baflet's heavenly Joys, and pleafing Cares ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta doats upon a Beau i 
Prudina likes a Man, and laughs at Show, 
Their feveral graces in my Sharper meet; J05 

^ong as the Footman, as the Mafter fweet, 

LOVET» 
' Ceafe your contention, which has been too long i 
I grow impatient, and the Tea's too ftrong. 
Attend, and yield tp wh^t I now decide; 
The Equipage (hall grace Smilinda's Side s |iq 

The Snuff-box to Cardelia I decree. 
Now leave complaining, ^d begin your Tea, 



VER- 
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VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 

UN JOUR DIT UN AUTEUR, &C. 

A^NCE (fays an Author, where I need not fay) 
^^ Two Travellers found an Oyfter in their way ) 
Both fierce, both hungry ; the difpute grew ftrong. 
While Scale in hand Dame Juftice paft along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the caufe. ' 

Dame Juftice weighing long the doubtful Right, 
Takes, opens, fwallows it, before their fight. 
The caufe of ftrife removM fo rarely well. 
There take (fays Juftice) take you each a Shell. 
We thrive at Weftminfter on Fools like you : 
•Twas a fat Oyfter— Live in peace— Adieu. 



ANSWER to the following Queftion of 
Mrs. Howe. 

WHAT IS Prudery? 
*Tis a Beldam* 
Seen with Wit and Beauty feldom. 
•Tis a fear that ftarts at (hadows. 
•Tie (no, 'tis'nt) like Mifs Meadows. 
•Tis a Virgin hard of feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature ; 
}«ean and fretful ; would feem wife j 
Yet plays the fool before (he dies, 
*Ti8 an ugly envious Shrew, 
That rails at dear Lepell and You, 
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Occaiioned by fome Verfes of his Grace the Duke 
of Buckingham. 

"K y| USE, 'tis enough : at length thy labour cnd«, 
-*• -^ And thou Ihalt live, for Buckingham conunends. 
Let Crowds of Critics now my verfe aflail. 
Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thanklefs painy 
Time, health, and fortune, are not loft in vain. 
Sheffield approves, confenting Phoebus bends. 
And I and Malice from this hour are friends* 



A PROLOGUE 

BY MR. POPE, 

To a Play for Mr. Dennis's Benefit, in 1733, when 
he was old, blind, and in great Diftrefs, a little 
before his Death. 

A S when that Hero, who in each Campaign, 
-^^ Had brav'd the Goth, and many a Vandal ilain. 

Lay Fortune- ftruck, a fpeftacle of Woe! 
Wept by each Friend, forgiv'n by every Foe : 
Was there a generous, a reflefting mind, 5 

But pitied Belifarius old and blind ? 
Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 
A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite ? 

Such 
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i^ fuch emotions ihould in Britons rife^ 
:n prefsM by want and weaknefs Dennis lies 5 10 
nis, who long had warrM with modem Huns, 
ir Quibbles routed, and defy'd their Pirns ; 
^fperate Bulwark, fturdy, firm, and fierce 
inilthe Gothic Sons of frozen vcrfet 
' changed from him who made the boxes groan, 15 
fhook the fbge with Thunders all his own t 
d up to dafh each vain Pretender's hope, 
il the French Tyrant, or pull dovm the Pope I 
ere^s a Briton then, true bred and bom, 
> holds Dragoons and wooden fhoes in fcom } ao 
lere's a Critic of diftinguifh'd rage 5 
lere's a Senior, who contemns this age; 
him to-night his juft afliflance lend, 
. be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's Friend. ^ 



M A C E R: 

A CHARACTER. 

THEN (Imple Macer, now of high renown, 

Firft fought a Poet's Fortune in the Town, 
as all th' Ambition his high foul could feel, 
tfvear red (lockings, and to dine with Steel, 
e Ends of verfe his Betters might afford j 
[ gave the harmlefs fellow a good word, 
jp with thefe, he ventur'd on the Town, 
. with a bonow'd Play out-did poor Crown. 

There 
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There he ftopp'd (hort, nor fincc has writ a tittle, 

But has the Wit to make the mod of little : lo 

Like ftunted hide-bound Trees, that juft have got 

Sufficient fap at once to bear and rot. 

Now he begs Verfe, and what he gets conunends. 

Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 

So fome coarfc Country Wench, almoft decayM, 15 
Trudges to town, and firft turns Chambermaid j 
Awkward smd fupple, each devoir to pay $ 
She flatters her good Lady twice a-day j 
Thought wondrous honeft, though of mean degree. 
And ilrangely lik'd for her Simplicity : 10 

In a tranflated Suit, then tries the Town, 
With borrowed Pins, and Patches not her own : 
But juft cndur'd the Winter fhe began, 
>^d in four Months a batterM Harridan. 
Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale, and (hrunki as 
To bawd for others, and go (hares with Punk. 



To 
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To Mr. JOHN MOORE, 
Author of the celebrated Worm-Powder. 

TT O W much, egregious Moore, are we 
'*' -*• Deceived by (hews and foims I 
Whate'cr we think, whatever we fee. 
All Humankind ai-e Worms. 

Man is V very Worm by birth. 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain ! 
A while he crawls upon the earth. 

Then ihrinks to earth again. 

That Woman is a Worm, we find 

E'er finceour Grandame's evil ; 
She firft conversM with her own kind, 

That ancient Wonn, the DeyiU 

The leam*d themfelves we Book -worms name. 

The Blockhead is a Slow-worm ; 
The Nymph whofe tail is all on flame. 

Is aptly term'd a Glow-wonn : 

The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a day j 
Firfl: from a Worm they take their rife. 

And in a Worm decay. 

The Flatterer an Earwig grows ; 

Thus Worms fuit all conditions j 
Mifers are Muck-worms, Silk- worms Beaus, 

And Death-watches Phyficians. 

That 
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That Statefraen have the Worm, is fecn 

By all their winding play ; 
Their Confcience is a Worm within. 

That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore ! thy (kill were well employed. 

And greater gain would rife. 
If thou could'ft make the Courtier void 

The Worm that never dies ! 

O learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane, 

Who fett'ft our entrails free ; 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain. 

Since Worms (hall eat ev'n thee. 

Our Fate thou! only can'ft adjourn 
Some few fliort years, no more ! 

Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms fhall turn. 
Who Maggots were befoie. 



SONG 
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SONG, by a Perfon of Quality. 

Written in the Year 1733.^ 

I. 

T^ Luttcring fpread thy purple Pinions,. • 
^ Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart j 
I a Slave in thy Dominions 5 
Nature muft give Way to Art. 
II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming. 

Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks, 
See my weary Days confuming. 
All beneath yon flowery Rocks. , 
III. 
Thus the Cyprian Goddefs weeping, 
* Mourn'd Adonis, darling Youih :. 
Him the Boar, in Silence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenti»g Tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers^ 

Fair Difcrction, firing the Lyre ;, 
Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 

Lead me to the Cryftal Mirrors, 

Watering foft Elyfian Plains. 

*VL 
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VI. 
Mournful Cyprefs, verdant Willow, 

Gilding my Aurelia^s Brow8> 
Morpheus hovering o'er my Pillow, 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 
VII. 
Melancholy fmooth Maeander, 

Swiftly purling in a Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 

With thy flowery Chaplets crown'd. 
VIII. 
Thus when Philomela drooping. 

Softly feeks her filent Mate, 
See the Bird of Juno (looping ; 

Melody refigns to Fate. 



ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COUF 

T Know the thing that's moft uncommon 5 
'■' (Envy be filent, and attend !) 
I know a reafonable Woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a Friend. 
Not warp'd by Pailion, aw'd by Rumour, 

Not grave through Pride, nor gay through Folly 
An equal Mixture of Good-humour, 

And fenfible foft Melancholy. 
«* Has flic no faults then (Envy fays) Sir ?" 

Yes, ftie has one, I muft aver : 
When all the World confpires to praife her. 

The Woman 's deaf, and does not hear. 
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On his G R O T T O at Twickenham, 

COMPOSBD OF > 

MARBLfi^ SPAtiSy Gems, Ores, and Mikerals* 

THOU who ihalt fbp, where Thames' tranflucent 
wave 
Shines a broad Mirrour through the fhadowy Cave } 
^yhel*e lingering drops from mineral Roofs diftil. 
And pointed Cryftals break the fparkling Rill« 
Unpoliih^d Gems no Ray on Pride beftow^ 5 

And latent Metals innocently glow : 
Approach. Great Nature ft vdioufly behold! 
And eye the Mine without a wiih for Gold. 
Approach : but awful ! Lo ! th' ^gerian Grott, 
Where, nobly penfive, St. John fat and thought; 10 
Where Britifh fighs from dying Wyndham ftole. 
And the bright flame was fliot through MARCHldOHT's 

Soul. 
Let fuch, fuch only, tread this facred Floor, 
Who dare to love their Country, and be poor. 



. Vol. ir« Aa. To 
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. To Mrs. M. B. on Htr Birth-Dav, 

/^ H, be thou bleft with all that Heaven can fend, 
^^ Long Health, long Youth, long Flexure, and a 

Friend : 
Not with thofe Toys the female world admire. 
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. . 
With added years, if Life bring nothing new, 5 

But like a Sieve let every bleffilig through, 
Some Joy ftill loft, a» each vain year runs o'er. 
And all we gain, fome fad Reflection moi-e ; 
Is that a Birth-Day ? *tis, alas ! too clear, 
'Tis but the Funeral of the former year. 10 

Let Joy or Eafe, let Afl!uence or Content, 
And the gay Confcience of a life well fpent. 
Calm every thought, infpirit every grace. 
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face. 
"Let day improve on day, and year on year, 15 

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 
Till Death unfelt that tender frame deftroy. 
In fome foft dream, or Ecftafy of joy. 
Peaceful fleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 20 

And wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 15. Originally thus in the MS. 

And oh fince Death muft that fair frame deftroy. 
Die, by fome fudden Ecftafy of Joy ; 
In ibme foft dream may thy mild foul remove. 
And be thy lateft gal'p a Sigh of Love. 

To 
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To Mr. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 
On his Birth-day^ 1742. 

TjESIGN'Dto live, prepared to die, 

-^^ With not one fm, but poetry. 

This day Tom's fair Account has run 

(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 

Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 5 

A table, with a cloth of bays 5 

And Ireland, mother of fweet fingers, 

Prefents her harp ftill to his fingers. 

Th6 feaft) his towering genius marks 

In yonder wild-goofe and the, larks ! to 

The mufhrooms fhew his wit was fudden ! 

And for his judgment, lo a pudden ! 

Roaft beef, though old, proclaims him ftout, 

Aud grace, although a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom Heaven fent down to raift 1 5 

The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be every birth-day more a winner, 

Digeft his thirty-thoufandth dinner } 

Walk to his grave without reproach. 

And fcom a rafcal and a coach. 
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** His faltcm accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
« Munere I" Vir 



I. 

On CHARLES Earl of DORSE 
In the Church of Withyam in Sa£ex. 

DO R S E T, the Grtce of Courts, the Mufcs' Pri 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy^d. 
The fcourge of Pride, though .lanftified or great. 
Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State : 
Yet foft his Nature, though fevere his Lay, 
His Angei* moral, and his Wifdom gay. 
Bleft Satiiift 1 who touched the Mean £0 true, 
As fhow'd. Vice had his hate and pity too. 
Bleft Courtier ! who could King and Country pleaft 
Yet facred keep his Friend/hips, and his eafe. 
Bleft Peer I his great Forefathers every grace 
Reflefting, and reffefted in his Race; 
Where other Buckhursts, other DoRSETS ftiine. 
And Patrons ftill, or Poets, deck the Line. 



II. i 
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11. 

On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 

One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
William III. who, having reiigned his place> 
died in his Retirement at Eafl-hamfled in Berk- 
fhire, 1716. 

APleafing Form i a firm, yet cautious Mind ; 
' Sincere, though prudent 5 conftant, yet refign'd ; 
Honour unchanged, a Principle profeft, 
FixM to one fide, but moderate to the reft : 
An honeft Courtier, yet a Patriot too i 
Juft to his Prince, and to his Country true : 
Fiird with the Senfe of Age, the Fire of Youth, 
A Scorn of Wrangling, yet a Zeal for Truth 5 
A generous Faith, from Superftition free : 
A love to Peace, and hate of Tyranny} * . 
Such this Man was : who now, from Earth remov*^d. 
At length en]oy« that Liberty he lovM. 
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III. 

On the Hon. SIMON HARCOURT> 

Only Son of the Lord Chancellor Hah court, 
at the Church of Stanton-Harcourt in Oxfofd* 
fliire, 1720, 

'T O this fad flirine, whoe'er thou art ! dr^w ntar^ 

-*• Here lies the Friend moft lovM, the Son moft dear : 
Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendfliip might divide* 
Or gave his F-ather Grief but when he dy'd. 

How vain is Reafon, Eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope muft tell what Harcourt cannot ipeak. 
Oh let thy once-lov'd Friend ihfcribe thy Stone>^ 
And, with a Father's forrows, mix his own ! 



IV. 

On JAMES CRAGGS, Efq; 

In Weftminfter-Abbey. 

JACOBUS CRAGGS 

REGI MAGN^ BRITANNIA A SECRETIS 

ET CONSIHIS SANCTIORIBUS, 

1»RXNCIPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR ET DELICI^ j 

VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 

ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 

^tatefman, yet Friend to Truth ! of Soul fmctre, 
Jn A^ion faithful, and \n ttonouv clear ! 
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Who broke no Promife, fervM no private End, 
"Wlio gain'd no Title, and who loft no Friend, 
Ennobled by Himfelf, by All approvM, 
PraisM, wept, and honoured, by the Mufe he lov*d. 



V. 
Intended for Mr, R O W E, 

In Weflminftcr-Abbcy. 
'Tp H Y peliqucs, RowE, to this fair Urn we truft, 
•*• And iacred, place by Dryden's awful duft : 
Beneath a rude and namelefs ftone he lies, 
To which thy Tdnab (hall guide inquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle (hade, and cndlefs reft ! 5 

Bleft in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleft ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame fupplies 
What a whole thanklefs land. to his denies. 

VARIATION. 

It is as follows on the Monument in the Abbey ci'eft- 
td to Rowe and his Daughter. 

Thy Reliques, Rowe ! to this fad fhrine we truft. 

And near thy Shakefpeare place thy honourM buft. 

Oh, next him, IkillM to draw the tender tear. 

For never heart felt paffibn more fincere j 

To nobler fentiment to fire the brave. 

For never Briton more difdain'd a flave. 

Peace to thy gentle (hade, and endlefs reft ; 

Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft ! 

And bleft, that, timely from our fcene removed, 

Thy foul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 

To thefe fo moum'd in death, fo lov'd in life; 

The childlefs parent and the widow'd wife. 

With teais ioicribes this monumental ftone. 

That holds their alhes and cxpe^:* Viti ^h?xw% 
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VI. 
On Mrs. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breaft. 

HERE rcfts a Woman, good without pretence, 
Bleil;with plajn Reafon, and with fober Senfe i 
No ContfiCftsihe, but 6*et herfelf, defir'd. 
No Arts cffay'd, but not to be admirM. 
Paflion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, ' 
ConvincM that Virtue only is our own. 
So unaffe6led, fo composed a mind j 
So firm^ yet foft j fo ilrong, yet fo refin'd j 
)Ieaven, as its pureft gold, by Tortures try'dj 
The Saint fuibiin'd it, but the Wo^^an dy'd. 



vir. 

On the Monument of the Honourable Robert 
Dig BY, and of his Sifter Mary, eredted by 
their Father the Lord Dig by, in the Church 
of Sherborne in Dorfetfhire, 1727. 

GO ! fsir Example of untainted youth. 
Of modeft wifdom, and pacific truth t 
Composed in fufFtrings, and in joy fedate, 
Good without noife, without pretenfion great. 
Juft of thy word, in every thought finccrc. 
Who knew no wiih but what die world might hear : 
Of Ibftcft manners, unaffc6ied mind, 
Lover of ptSLCtf an(\ friend of human kind s 
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Go, live ! for Heaven's eternal year is thine. 
Go, and exalt thy Moral to Divine. 

And thou, bleft Maid ! attendant on his doom, 
Fenlive haft followed to the filent tomb, 
Steer'd the fame co^rfe to the fame quiet (hore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no more ! 
Go then, where only blits fincere is known I 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 

Ye^ take dwfe Tears, Mortality's relief. 
And till we (hare your joys, forgive our grief i 
Thefe little rites, a Stone, a Verfe receive i 
•Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give I 



VIII. 

On Sir GODFREY KNELLER, 

In Weflminfter- Abbey, 1723. 

KNELLER, by Heaven and not ^.Mafter taught, 
Whofe Art was Nature^ and whofe Piftures 
Thought; 
Kow for two ages having fnatcVd from Fate 
Whatever was beauteous, or whatever was greats 
Lies cro\KnM with Princes honoui:8t Poets lays. 
Due to his Merit, and brave TMErft of praife. 
Living, great Nature feared he might outvie 
Her works $ and, dying, fean hedelf may die. 
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IX. 
On General HENRY WITHER 
In Weftminfter Abbey, 1729. 

TJ ERE, Withers, reft ! thou braveft, gentleft m: 
•■^ Thy Country's friend, but more of human-kii 
Oh bom to Arms ! O Worth in Youth approvM! 
O foft Humanity, in Age belovM ! 
For thee the hardy Veteran drops a tear. 
And the gay Courtier feels the figh fmcerc. 

Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy Martial fpirit, or thy Social love ! 
Amidft Corruption, Luxmy, and Rage, 
Still leave fomc ancient Virtues to our age : 
Kor let us fay (thofe Englifh glories gone) 
The laft true Briton lies beneath this ftohe. 



X. 

On Mf. ELIJAH FENTOf 

At Ea:tthamfted ih Berks, 1730. 

9nn HIS modeft Stone, what few vain Marbles cai 
^ May truly fay. Here lies an honeft Man : 
A Poet, blcft beyond the Poet's fate. 
Whom Heaven kept facred from the Proud and Gr 
Foe to loud Praife, and Friend to learned Eafe, 
Content with Science in the Vale of Peace, 

Cal 
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Calmly he looked on either Life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear j 
From Natme's temperate feaft rofe fatisfy'd, 
Tlsudt*(i Heaven that he had livM> and that he dy'd. 



XI. 

On Mr. GAY. 

In Wcftminfter- Abbey, 1732, 

OF Manners gentle, of AfFe&ionsr mild ; 
In Wit;, a Man^ Simplicity^ a Child : 
"With native Humomr tempering virtuous Rage, 
Formed to delight at once and lafti tlie age : 
Above Temptation in a low Eftate, ^ 

And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great ; 
A fafe Companion, and an eafy Friend, 
Unblam*d through Life, lamented in thy End. 
Thefe are Thy Honours I not that here thy Buft 
Is mixM with Heroes, or with Kings thy duft j lO 

But that the Worthy and the Good ihall fay, 
Sti^ing their penfive bofoms— Here lies Gay, 

Another. 

TT 7 ELL then ! poor Gay lies under ground, 
^^ So diere'a sn end of hontil Jack : 
So little jiuflice here he found, 
*Tis ten to one he'll ne'er come back« 
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XII. 
Intended for Sir ISAAC NEWT t 

In WeHminftcr- Abbey. 

ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 
Quem Immprtalera ^ 
Teftantur Tempus, Natura, CceluxQ : 
• Mortalem 
Hoc marmor fatetur. 
Nature and Nature^s Laws lay hid in Ni^t : 
God (aid. Let Newton be ! and all was Light« 



XIII. 

On Dr. FRANCIS ATTERBU 
Bifhop of Rochefter. 
Who died in Exile at Paris, 1732. 
[His only Daughter having expired in his armi 
mediately after (he arrived' in France to fee hix 

DIALOGUE. 



. K P 1 T A P H 8, 3<5 

HE. 

Dear Shade! I will : 
oji'tlus duft with thine— O fpotlefs Ghoft ! ' 
than Fortuncy Friends, or Country loft t 
on Earth; one care, one wifli beiide ? 
AVB MY Country, H£Ay£N» 

— Hefaid, and dy*d. 



XIV. 

DMOND Duke of BUCKINGHAM, 

lO died in the Nineteenth Year of his 
Age, I73S- 

deft Youth, with cool Reflexion crowned, 
every opening Virtue blooming round, 
ive a Parent's jufteft Pride from fate, 
>ne Patriot to a finking ftate ; 
eping marble had not aikM thy Tear, 
told, how many hopes lie here ! 
ag Virtue now had ftione approved, 
ite heard him, and his Country lovM. 
r Honours, and lefs noify Fame ^ 

lie (hade of gentle Buckingham : 
I a Race, for Courage fam'd and Art, 
the milder Merit of the Heart ; 
iefs or Sages long to Britain given, 

laft Tribute of a Saint to Heaven. 

I 

XV, For 



its t OV T*S P OEM S. 

For One who would liot be buried ii 

Weftminfter- Abbey. 

HEROES and Kihgs I yotir diftance keep s 
In peac& let one poor Poet fleep. 
Who never flatter'd Folks like you ; 
Let Horace bluih, and Virgil too. 

Another, on the fame. 

T T N D E R this Marble> or under this SilU 
^^ Or under this Turf, or e'en what they will 5 
Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his ftead. 
Or any good creature ihall lay o>r my head. 
Lies one who ne'er car^d, and ftill cares not a pin 
What they faid» or may fay of the Mortal within 
But who, living and dying, ferene ftill and free, 
Tinifts in God, that as well as he was, he iball b 



XVI. 

Lord CONINGSBY's EPITAP 



H 



ERE lies Lord Coningfby — be civil; 
The reft God knows — fo docs the Devil. 
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On BUTLER'S MONUMENT. 

Perhaps by Mr. POPE *. 

n ESPECT toDryden, Sheffield juftly pay'd, 
^^ And noble Villers honour 'd Cowley's ihade : 
Sut whence this Barber ? — that a name fo mean 
ihould, join'd with Butler's, on a tomb be feen: 
This pyramid would better far proclaim. 
To future ages hiunbler Settle's name : 
*oet and patron then had been well pair'd. 
The city printer, and the city bard. 

* Mr. Pope, in one of the prints from Scheemaker'f 
lonument of $hakefpeare in Weftminfter- Abbey, ha» 
tifficiently (hewn his contempt of Alderman Barber,, by 
he following couplet, which is fubftituted in the place 
f ** The cloud-capt towers, &c." 

** Thus Britain lov'd me ; and preferv'd my fame, 
** Clear from a Barber's or a Benfon's name." 

A.Pope. 

Pope might probably have fuppreffed his fatire on the 
Alderman, becaufe he was one of Swift's acquaintances 
nd correfpondents j though in the 4th Book of the 
)unciad be has an anonymous ftroke at him : 

« So by each bard an Alderman ihall fit, 

•< A heavy Lord (hall hang at erery wit." S. 



To 



To Lady MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE •. 



I 



I* 

f^5I b^uty, or wit, 
1^0 mortal as yet 
To qi^ftioji your empire has dar'd ; 
But men of diiceming 
Have thought that in learnings 
To yield to a lady was hard. 

II. 

Impeitinent fchools» 

With mufty dull rules. 
Have reading to females deny'd : 

So papift^ rcfufe 

The Bible to ufe. 
Left flocks ihould be wife as their guide. 

III. 
*Twas a woman at firft, 
(Indeed ilie was curft) 
In knowledge that tafted delight, 

• This panegyric on Lady Mary Wortley Montague 
might have been fupprefTed by Mr. Pope, on account of 
her having fatirized him in her verfes to the imitator of 
Horace ; which abufehe returned in the firft Satire of the 
fecond book of Hoi'ace. 

•* From furious Sappho, fcarce a milder fate, 

** P — 'd by her love, or libcrd by her hate.'* S. 

And 
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And fages agree 

The laws ihoixld decree 
To the firft of poflelfors Ae r4ght^ 
IV. 

Then brafvely, fair dame^ 

Refume the old claim^ 
Which to your whole fex does belong } 

And let men receive. 

From a fecond bright Eve, 
The knowledge of right, and of wrong* 
V- 

But if the firft Eve 

Hard doom did reteivei 
When only one apple had ihei 

What a ptmiihment new 

Shall be found tMit far yQ% 
Who tailing, hav€ robb'd the whole trflffif? 
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The Fourth Epistlb of the First Book of 
HORACE'S Epistles*. 

A MODERN IMITATION. 

Q A Y t> St. John, who alone perufe 

*^ With candid cy>c> the mimic Mufe, 

What fchemes of politicSf or laws. 

In Gallic lands the patriot draws ! 

Is then a greater work in hand, 5 

Than all the tomes of Haines^s band ? 

" Or (hoots he folly as it flies ? 

** Or catches manners "as they rife ?" 

Or, urg*d by unquench'd native heat, 

X Does St. John Greenwich fports repeat? 10 

Where (emulous of Chartres' fame) 

Ev"'n Charti-bs' felf is fcarce a name. 



* This fatire on Lord Bolingbroke, and the praife 
beftowed on him in a letter to Mi*. Richardfbn, where 
Mr. Pope fays 

** The fons fhall bluih their fathers were his foes 5" 
being fo contradiftory, probably occafioned the former 
to be fupprefled. S. 

Ad Albium Tibullum. 

f Albi, noftronim fermonum candide judex. 
Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione Peaana ? 
Scribere, quod Cafli Parmen&ippufcula vincat ? 

X An tacitara filvas inter «Mre ialubres ? 

v;^' To 
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* To you (th* all-cnvyM gift of Heaven) 
Th' indulgent gods, unafk'd, have given 
A form complete in every part, 15 

And^ to enjoy that gift, the art. 

f What could a tender mother's car« 
/Wifli better, to her favourite heir. 
Than wit, and fame, and lucky hours, 
A ftock of health, and golden ihowers, »o 

And graceful fluency of fpeech, 
Precepts before unknown to teach ? 

J Amidft thy various ebbs of fear; 
And gleaming hope, and black defpair. 
Yet let thy friend this truth impart, 25 

A truth I tell with bleeding heart, 
(In juftice for your labours paft) 
g That every day (hall be your laft 5 
That every hour you life renew 
Is to your injured country due. 3« 

In fpight of fears, of mercy fpight. 
My genius ftill muft rail, and write. 



• Di tibi formam. 



Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 

f Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Quam lapere, & fari poffet quae fentiat, & cui 
Gratia, fama, valetudo contingat abunde, 
' non deficiente crymena ? 

t Inter fpem, curamque, timores inter & iras. 

II Omnem crede diem tibi diluxifle fupremum. 
Me pinguem, & nitidum bene curata cute vifes, 
Cuili ridere voles Epicuri de grege porcum. 
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Haftc to thy Twkkex^iam's (afe retreat^ 
And mingle with tke gnimbliDg great : 
There, half devoured by fpliaen,. you Ul find 
The rhyming bubbler of mankind ; 
There (objefts of our mutual hate) 
We'll ridicule both church and ^te. 
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